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LE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL. 



CHAPTER L 

OAPTAIN ROQUEPINETTE. 

On the 22d of March, in the year of our Lord 1718, a 
youiîg cavalier of high bearing, about twenty-six or twenty- 
eight years of âge, mounted on a pure-bred Spanish 
cbarger, was waiting, toward eight o'clock in the morning, 
at that end of the Pont Neuf which abuts on the Quai de 
l'Ecole. He was so upright and firm in his saddle that 
one might hâve imagined hira to bave been placed there 
as a sentinel by the lieutenant-general of police, Messire 
Voyer d'Argenson. After waiting about half an hour, 
during which time he impatiently examined the clock of 
the Samaritaine, his glance, wandering till then, appeared 
to rest with satisfaction on an individual who, coming 
ffom the Place Dauphine, turned to the right and ad- 
vanced toward him. 

The man who thus attracted the attention of the young 
chevalier was a powerfully built fellow of five feet ten, 
wearing, instead of a peruke, a forest of his own hlack 
hair, slightly grizzled, dressed in a manner half bourgeois, 
half military, ornamented with a shoulder-knot which had 
once been crimson, but from exposure to sun and rain had 
become of a dirty orange-color. He was arnied with a 

1 
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long sword 8luiig in a belt, which bumped ceaselessly 
.against the calves of his legs. Finally, he wore a bat 
-which once had been adomed wîth a plntne and with lace, 
.and which — in remembrance, no doubt, of its past splen- 
•dor — its owner had tipped so far over his left ear that it 
seemed as if it coiild be kept in place only by a miracle of 
equilibrium. There was altogether in the coiintenance 
iind in the carriage and bearîng of the man (who seemed 
from forty to forty-five years of âge, and who advanced 
swaggering and keepiug the middle of the road, curling 
his mustache with one hand, and with the other signing- 
to the ciirriages to give place) such a character of insolent 
carelessness that the cavalier who watched him smiled 
involuntarily as he murmured to himself, " I believe this 
.is my man." 

In view of this probability, he rode straight up to the 
.new-comer, with the évident intention of speaking to him. 
The latter, though he evidently did not know the cavalier, 
seeing that he was going to address him, advanced his 
iright foot in the third position, and waited, one hand on 
his sword and the other on his mustache, to hear what 
ithe person who was coming up had to say to him. 

.As the man with the orange ribbon had foreseen, the 
'young cavalier stopped his horse near him, and touching 
his bat;, "Monsieur," said he, " I think I may conclude, 
from your appearance and manner, that you are a gentle- 
man ; am .1 mistaken ? " 

" No, ^hambleu / " replied he to whom this strange 
question was addressed, touching his bat in his tum. ** I 
am delighted that my appearance speaks so well for me, 
for however improbable it may seem to you that the title 
should be mine, you may call me captain." 

" I am enchanted to find that you are a soldier. Mon- 
sieur," said the chevalier, bowing again. "It gives me 
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the greater assurance that you are incapable of leaving a . 
brave man in distress.*' 

" He is welcome, provided always the brave man bas 
no need of my pui-se ; for I confess frankly that I bave 
jusfc lefb my last crown in a cabaret on the Port de la 
Tournelle.*' 

" Nobody wants your pnrse, Captain ; on the contrary, 
I beg you to believe that mine is at your disposai." 

" To whom bave I the honor to speak î " asked the 
captain, visibly touched by this reply ; " and in what can 
I oblige you î " 

" I am the Baron Eené de Valef," replied the cavalier. 

" I think," interrupted the captain, " that I knew, in 
the Flemish wars, a family of that name." 

" It was my family ; we are from Liège." The two 
speakers exchanged bows. 

" You must know, then," continued the Baron de Valef, 
" that the Chevalier Raoul d'Harmental, one of my most 
intimate friends, last night in my company engaged in a 
quarrel, which is to be finished this moming by a meeting. 
Our adversaries were three, and we but two. I went this 
moming to the houses of the Marquis de Gacé and the 
Comte de Surgis, but unfortunately neither of them had 
spent the night in bis bed ; so as the afifair could not 
wait, since I must set out in two hours for Spain, and as 
we absolutely require a second, or rather a third, I in- 
stalled myself on the Pont Neuf with the intention of 
addressing the first gentleman who should approach. You 
came, and I addressed myself to you." 

"And you bave done right, pardieuf rest satisfied, 
Baron, I am your man. What hour is fixed for the 
meeting ] " 

" Half-past nine this moming." 

" Where wiD ft take place î " 
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" At the Maillot gâte." 

" Diable I there is no time to lose. But you are on 
horseback and I am on foot ; how shall we manage 
thatr» 

" There is a way, Captain." 

"Whatisitr* 

" It is tbat you should do me the honor of mounting 
bebind me." 

" Willingly, Baron.*' 

" I wam you, however/' added the young cavalier, with 
a slight smile, "tbat my borse is rather spirited." 

" Oh, I know him ! " said the captain, drawing back a 
step, and looking at the beautiful animal with the eye of 
a connoisseur ; " if I am not mistaken, be was bred be- 
tween the mountains of Grenada and the Sierra Morena. 
I rode a borse like tbat at Almanza ; and I bave often 
made him lie down like a sbeep wben be wanted to carry 
me off at a gallop, only by pressing bim with my knees." 

"You reassure me. To borse, tben, Captain." 

" Hère I am, Baron." 

And witbout using tbe stirrup, wbicb the young cava- 
lier lefb free for bim, with a single bound tbe captain 
sprang onto tbe croup. 

Tbe baron bad spoken truly ; bis borse was not accus- 
tomed to so beavy a load, and at once be attempted to get 
rid of it. Neitber bad the captain exaggerated, and tbe 
animal soon found tbat he bad to do with those wbo were 
stronger than he ; so tbat after a few leaps, wbicb bad no 
other effect tban to show to tbe passers-by tbe address of 
tbe two cavaliers, he became obedient, and went at a 
swinging trot down tbe Quai de l'Ecole, wbicb at tbat 
time was notbing but a wharf, crossed at the same pace 
tbe Quai du Louvre and tbe Quai des Tuileries, through 
the gâte of tbe Conférence, and leavin^ on tbe lefb tbe 
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road to Versailles, threaded the great avenue of the Champs 
Élysées, which now leads to the triumphal Arc de TÉtoile. 
Arrived at the Pont d'Antin, the Baron de Valef slack- 
ened his horse's pace a little, for he found that he had 
ample time to arrive at the Maillot gâte at the appoiuted 
time. 

The captain profited by this respite. " Now, Monsieur," 
said he, " may I, without indiscrétion, ask why we are 
going to fight ] I wish, you understand, to know that, in 
order to regulate my conduct toward my adversary, and 
to judge whether it is worth while to kill liim." 

" That is only fair," answered the baron ; " I will tell 
you everything as it occurred. We were supping last 
night at La Fillon's. Of course you know La Fillon, 
Captain?" 

" Pardieu ! it was I who started her in the world, in 
1705, before my Italian campaigns." 

" Well," replied the baron, laughing, "you may boast 
of a pupil who does you honor. Briefly, I supped there 
tête-à-tête with D'Harmental." 

" Without any one of the fair sex î " 

" Oh, mon Dieu ! yes. I must tell you that D'Harmental 
is a kind of Trappist, only going to La Fillon's for fear of 
the réputation of not going there ; loving only one woman 
at a time, and in love for the moment with the little 
D'Averne, the wife of the lieutenant of the guards." 

" Very good ! " 

"We were there, chatting, when we heard a merry 
party enter the room next to ours. As our conversation 
did not coucern auybody else, we kept silence, and with- 
out intending it, heard the conversation of our neighbors. 
Now see what chance is ! our neighbors talked of the only 
thing which we ought not to hâve heard." 

" Of the chevalier's mistress 1 " 
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" Exactly. At the first worda of their discourse whicb 
reached me, I rose and tried to get Raoal away ; but in- 
stead of following me, he put his haud on mj shoulder, 
and made me sit dowu again. * Then Philippe is makiug 
love to the little D'Averne ? ' said one. * Since the fête 
of the Maréchale d'Estrées, where, disguised as Venus, she 
gave him a sword-belt with some verses, in which she 
compared him to Mars,' replied another voice. ' But that 
is eight days ago/ said a third. * Yes,* replied the first. 

* Oh ! she made a kind of résistance, either because she 
really held by poor D'Harmental, or because she knew 
that the régent likes only those who resist him. At last, 
this morning, in exchange for a basketful of flowers and 
jewels, she bas consented to receive bis Highness this 
eveuing.* " 

" Ah ! " said the captain, " I begin to understand ; the 
chevalier got angry 1 " 

" Exactly. Instead of laughing, as you or I would bave 
done, and profiting by this circumstauce to get back his 
brevet of colonel, which was taken from him under pre- 
text of economy, D'Harniental became so pale that I 
thought he was going to faint; then, approaching the 
partition, and striking with his fist, to insure silence, 

* Gentlemen,* said he, ' I am sorry to contradict you, but 
the one who said that Madame d'Averne had giunted a 
rendez vous to the régent, or to any other, told a lie.' 

"*It is I, Monsieur, who said it, and who repeat it,' 
said a voice on the other side ; ' and if in that there is 
anything displèasing to you, my name is Lafare^ captain 
of the guards.' * And mine, Fargy,' said a second voice. 

* And mine, Eavanne,' said a third. * Very well, gentle- 
men,* replied D'Harmental ; * to-morrow, from nine to half- 
past, at the Maillot gâte.* And he sat down again opposite 
me. They talked of something else, and we finished our 
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supper. That is ihe wbole affaîr, Captain, and you now 
know as much as I." 

The captain uttered a kind of exclamation whîch seemed 
to say, " This is not very serions ; " but in spite of this 
semi-disapprobation of the cbevalier's sensitiveness, be 
resolved none the less to support, to the best of bis power, 
the cause of which be bad so unexpectedly been made the 
champion, bowe^er defective that cause might appear to 
him in principle ; besides, even bad be wished to draw 
back, it was now too late. They arrived at the Maillot 
gâte, and a young cavalier, who appeared to be waiting, 
and who bad from a distance perceived the baron and the 
captain, put bis borse to the gallop, and approacbed 
rapidly; this was the Chevalier d*Harmental. 

" My dear Chevalier," said the Baron de Valef, grasping 
bis hand, "permit me, in default of an old friend, to pré- 
sent to you a new one. Neither Surgis nor Gacé was at 
home. I met this gentleman on the Pont Neuf, and told 
him our embarrassment, and be offered hiraself to free us 
from it, with the greatest good-will/' 

" I am doubly grateful to you, then, my dear Valef," 
replied the chevalier, casting on the captain a look which 
betrayed a slight astonîshment. " And to you, Monsieur," 
be continued, ** I must excuse myself for making y our 
acquaintance by mixing you up thus with an unpleasant 
afFdir. But you will afFord me one day or another an 
opportunity to retum your kindness, and I hope and beg 
that, an opportunity arising, you will dispose of me as I 
bave disposed of you." 

" Well said. Chevalier," replied the captain, leaping to 
the ground ; " and in speaking thus, you might lead me 
to the end of the world. The proverb is right, — * It is 
only mountains that don't meet' " 

"Who is this original]" asked D'Harmental of Valef, 
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while the captain stamped the calls with bis right foot, to 
stretcb hîs legs. 

" Faith, I don't know," said Valef ; " but I know tbat 
we sbould be in a great difficulty witbout bîm. Some 
poor officer of fortune, witbout doubt, wbom the peace bas 
thrown asîde like so many otbers ; but we will judge bim 
by-and-b}', by bis works." 

" Well ! " said tbe captain, becoming toimated witb tbe 
exercise be was taking, '' wbere are our coxcombs ] I find 
myself in good trim tbis morning." 

" Wben I came up to you," replied D'Harmental, " tbey 
had not arrived, but I perceived at tbe end of tbe avenue 
a kind of bired carnage, wbicb will serve as an excuse if 
tbey are late ; and indeed," added tbe cbevalier, puUing 
out a beautiful watcb set witb dîamonds, " tbey are not 
bebind time, for it is bardly balf-past nine." 

" Let us go," said Vale^ dismounting and tbrowing the 
reins to D'HarraentaPs valet ; ** for if tbey arrive at tbe 
rendezvous wbile we stand gossiping bere, it will appear 
as tbougb we had kept them waiting." 

" You are right," said D'Harmental ; and dismounting, 
he advanced toward tbe outrance of the wood, foUowed 
by bis two companions. 

'*Will you not take anytbing, gentlemen î" said the 
landlord of tbe restaurant, who was standing at bis door, 
waiting for custom. 

"Yes, Maître Durand," repliod D'Harmental, who 
wished, in order that tbey might not be disturbed, to 
make it appear as if tbey had corne for an ordinary walk, 
" breakfast for tbree. We are going to take a turn in the 
avenue, and then we sball come back." And he let three 
louis fall into tbe bands of the innkeeper. 

The captain saw the glitter of the three gold-pieces one 
after another, and quickly rêckoned up what might be 
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had at the " Bois de Boulogne " for seventy-two francs ; 
but as he knew with whom he had to deal, he judged 
that a little advice from him would not be useless. Con- 
sequently, in his turu approachiug the maître â^hotdy 
" Lifiten, my friend," said he ; " you know that I under- 
stand the price of things, and that no one can deceive me 
about the amount of a tavern bill. Let the wines be good 
and varied, and let the breakfast be copious, or I will 
bréak your head ! Do you understand % " 

" Be easy, Captain," answered Durand, " it is not a cu&- 
tomer like you whom I would try to deceive." 

"Ail right; I hâve eaten nothiug for twelve hours. 
Arrange accordingly." 

The hotel-keeper bowed, as knowing what that meant, 
and went back to his kitchen, beginniiig to think that he 
had in hand a less profitable affair than at first he had 
hoped it would be. 

As to the captain, after making a final gesture of warn- 
ing, half amicable, half threatening^ he quickened his pace, 
and rejoined the chevalier and the baron^ who had stopped 
to wait for him. 

The chevalier was not wrong in regard to the hired car- 
riage. At the turn of the first alley he saw his three 
adversariofl getting out of it. They were, as we hâve 
already said, the Marquis de Lafare, the Comte de Fargy, . 
and the Chevalier de Eavanne. 

Our readers will now permit us to give them some brief 
détails in regard to thèse three personages, who will often 
reappear in the course of this history. Lafare, the best 
kiiown of the three, thanks to the poetry which he bas 
left behind him, was a man about thirty-six or thirty- 
eight years of âge, of a frank and open countenance, and 
an inexhaustible gayety and good-humor, — always ready 
to engage with ail corners, at table, at play, or at arms, and 
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that without malice or bitterness ; mucb ruu after by the 
fair sex, and much beloved by tbe régent, wbo bad named 
bim bis captaiu of tbe Guards, and wbo, during tbe ten 
years in wbicb be bad admitted bim into bis intimacy, 
bad found bim bis rival sometimes, but bis faitbful ser- 
vant always. Tbus tbe prince, wbo bad tbe babit of 
giving nicknames to ail bis boon companions, as well as 
to bis mistresses, never called bim by any otber tban 
** bon enfant." Nevertbeless, for some time tbe popularit\- 
of Lafare, establisbed as it was by favoring antécédents, 
was fast diminisbing among tbe ladies of tbe court and 
tbe girls of tbe opéra. Tbere was a report current tbat 
be was going to be so ridiculous as to become a well- 
bebaved man. It is true tbat some, in order to préserve 
for bim bis réputation, wbispered tbat tbis apparent 
conversion bad no otber cause tban tbe jealousy of 
Mademoiselle de Conti, daugbter of tbe ducbess, and 
granddaugbter of tbe great Condé, wbo, it was said, bon- 
ored tbe regent*s captain of tbe Guards witb a particular 
affection. His alliance witb tbe Duc de Eicbfelieu, wbo 
was supposed to be tbe lover of Mademoiselle de Cbaro- 
lais, gave consistency to tbis report. 

The Comte de Fargy, generally called " Le Beau Fargy," 
by a substitution of the title wbicb be bad received from 
Nature for tbat wbicb bis fatbers bad left bim, was re- 
ferred to, as bis name indicates, as tbe baudsomest man 
of bis time, wbicb in that âge of gallantry imposed obli- 
gations from wbicb be bad never recoiled, and in regard 
to wbicb be bad always acquitted bimself witb bonor. 
Indeed, it was impossible to bave a more perfect figure 
tban bis. At once strong and graceful, supple and active, 
be seemed to unité ail tbe différent perfections of tbe 
beroes of romance of tbat time. Add to tbis a cbarming 
bead, combining tbe most opposite styles of beauty, — tbat 
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is to say, black hair aiid blue eyes, strongly marked 
features, aud a complexion like that of a woman. Add 
also wit, loyalty, and the greatest courage, and you will 
hâve an idea of the high considération which Le Fargy 
must hâve enjoyed in the society of that mad period. 

As to the Chevalier de Ravanne, who has left us such 
strange memoirs of his early life that in spite of their 
authenticity one is tempted to believe them apocryphal, 
he was still but a youth ; he was rich and of noble birth, 
who entered into life by a golden door, and ran into ail 
its pleasures with the fiery imprudence and eagerness of 
youth. He carried to excess, as so many do at eighteen, 
ail the vices and ail the virtues of his day. It will be 
easily understood how proud he was to serve as second to 
men like Lafare and Fargy in a meeting which was likely 
to " make a noise." 
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CHAPTER II. 

THB MEETING. 

As soon as Lafare, Fargy, and Ravaune saw their adver- 
sarîes appear at tbe corner of the patb, they walked to 
meet them. Arrived at ten paces from one another, they 
ail took off their hais and bowed with tbat élégant poli te- 
ness which was a charactenstic of the arîstocracy of the 
eighteenth century, and advanced some steps thus bare- 
headed with smiles on their lips, so tbat to the eyes of 
tbe passer-by, ignorant of tbe cause of their encounter, 
they would bave appeared like friends pleased at a chance 
meeting. 

" Gentlemen," said the Chevalier d'Harmental, to whom 
tbe first word by right belonged, "I hope tbat neither 
you nor we bave been foUowed ; but it is getting late, and 
we might be disturbed hère. I tbiuk it would be wise in 
us to find a more retired spot, wbere we shall be more at 
ease to transact tbe little business which we bave in hand." 

" Gentlemen," said Ravanne, " I know one which will 
suit you, a bundred yards from hère, — a true cover." 

" Come, let us folio w tbe child," said tbe captain ; 
" innocence leads to safety." 

Ravaune turned round, and examined from head to 
foot our friend with tbe yellow ribbons. " If you are 
not previously engaged, my strapping friend," said be, in 
a bantering tone, " I claîm the préférence." 

" Wait a moment, Ravanne," interrupted Lafare ; " I 
bave some explanations to give to Monsieur d'Harmental." 
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" Monsieur Lafare," replied the chevalier, " yonr cour- 
age is 80 well known that the explanations you ofifer me 
are a proof of delicacy for which I thank you ; but thèse 
explanatioris would only delay us uselessly, and we hâve 
no time to lose." 

" Bravo 1 " cried Ravanne, ** that is what I call speak- 
ing, Chevalier. As soon as we hâve eut each other's 
throats, I hope you will grant me your friendship. I 
hâve heard you much spoken of in good quarteis, and 
hâve long wished to make your acquaintance." 

" Come, corne, Ravanne," said Fargy, " since you hâve 
undertaken to be our guide, show us the way." 

Ravanne sprang into the wood like a young fawn ; his 
five corapanions foUowed. At the end of about ten min- 
utes' walking, during which the six adversaries had main- 
tained the most profound silence, either from fear of being 
heard or from that natural feeling which in the moment of 
danger makes a man reflective, they found themselves in 
the midst of a glade, surrounded on ail sides by a screen 
of trees. 

"Well, gentlemen," said Ravanne, looking round him 
in a satisfied manner, ** what do you say to the locality î " 

" I say that if you boast of having discovered it," said 
the captain, "you are a strange kind of Christopher 
Columbus. If you had told me it was hère you were 
coming, I could hâve guided you with my eyes shuf 

" Well," replied Ravanne, " we will try to give you a 
chance to leave the place in the manner in which you 
would hâve come to it.*' 

"It is with you that my business lies, Monsieur de 
Lafare," said D'Harmental, throwing his hat on the 
ground. 

" Yes, Monsieur," replied the captain of the guards, fol- 
lowing the example of the chevalier ; " and at the same 
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time I feel that notliing could give me more honor and 
more pain than a meeting with you, particularly for such 
a cause/' 

D'Harmental smiled as a man on whom this flower of 
politeness was. not lost, but his only answer was to draw 
bis sword. 

"It appears, my dear Baron," said Fargy, addressing 
bimself to Valef, '^ tbat you are on tbe point of setting out 
for Spain." 

" I ougbt to bave lefl last nigbt, my dear Count/' re- 
plied Valef ; ** and notbing less tban tbe pleasure I prom- 
ised myself in seeing you tbis morning would bave 
detaiued me till now, so important is my errand." 

" Diable I you distress me," said Fargy, drawing ; ** for 
if I sbould bave tbe misfortune to retard you, you are tbe 
man to bear me deadly malice." 

" Not at ail. I sbould know tbat it was from pure 
friendsbip, my dear Count," replied Valef. " So do your 
best, I beg, and at once; I am at your orders." 

'^ Come, tben, Monsieur," said Ravanne to tbe captain, 
wbo was folding his coat neatly and placing it by bis bat, 
" you see tbat I am waiting for you." 

" Do not be impatient, my fine fellow," said tbe old 
soldicr, continuing bis préparations witb tbe délibération 
natural to him. " One of tbe most essential qualities in 
arms is êang-froid, I was like you at your âge ; but after 
tbe tbird or fourtb sword-blow I received, I understood 
tbat I was on tbe wrong road, and I returned to tbe rigbt 
patb. Tbere ! " be added, at last drawing bis sword, 
wbicb we bave said was of great lengtb. 

'' Peste^ Monsieur ! " said Ravanne, tbrowing a glanée 
on bis adversary's weapon ; " wbat a cbarming implement 
you bave tbere ! It reminds me of tbe great spit in my 
motber's kitcben ; and I am grieved tbat I did not order 
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the maître d'hôtel to bring it to rae, as a match to 
yours." 

" Yoiir mother is a worthy womaD, and her kitchen is a 
good one ; I hâve heard both spoken of with great praise, 
Monsieur le Chevalier," replied the captai n, with an almost 
paternal manner. " I should be grieved to take you from 
one or the other for a trifle like that which procures me 
the honor of crossing swords with you. Suppose, then, 
that you are only taking a lesson from your fencing- 
master, and keep your distance." 

The recommendation was useless. Ravanne was exas- 
perated by bis adveraary's calmness, to which, in spite of 
his courage, his young and ardent blood did not allow 
him to attain. He attacked the captain with such fury 
that their swords engaged at the hilt. The captain made 
a step back. 

" Ah, you give ground, my tall friend ! " cried Ravanne. 

" To give ground is not to fly, my little Chevalier," re- 
plied the captain ; " that is an axiom of the art which I 
advise you to consider. Résides, I am not sorry to study 
your play. Ah, you are a pupil of Berthelot, apparently ; 
he is'a good master, but he bas one great defect, — he 
does n't teach how to parry. Stay, look at this," he con- 
tinued, replying by a thrust in seconde to a straight thrust; 
" if I had lunged, I should bave spitted you like a lark." 

Ravanne was furious, for he had felt on his side the 
point of his adversary's sword, which, however, touched 
him so lightly that he might bave taken it for the button 
of a foil. His anger therefore was increased by the con- 
viction that he owed his life to the captain ; and his 
attacks became more fréquent and furious than ever. 

" Stop, stop ! " said the captain ; " now you are losing 
your head and trying to blind me. Fie, fie, young man ! 
at the chest, morbleu / Ah, at the face again ? you will 
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force me to disarm you. Again ? Go and pick up your 
sword, young man ; and corne back hopping on one leg to 
calm yourself." And with a sudden twist he whii)ped 
Ravanne's sword ont of liis hand, and sent it fiying some 
twenty paces from him. 

This time Ravanne profited by the ad vice. He went 
slowly to pick up bis sword, and came back slowly to the 
captain ; but the young man was as pale as bis satin vest, 
on wbicb was apparent a small drop of blood. " You are 
rigbt, Monsieur," said he, " and I am still but a child ; 
but this meeting will, I hope, help to make a man of me. 
A few more passes, if you please, that it may not be said 
you hâve had ail the honors." And he put himself on 
guard. 

The captain was right ; the chevalier needed only to be 
calm to be a formidable adversary. Thus, at the first 
tbrust of this third engagement, the captain saw that he 
must attend solely to bis own defence ; but bis superiority 
in the art of fencing was too decided for bis young adver- 
sary to obtain any advantage over him. The matter 
ended as it was easy to foresee. The captain disarmed 
Ravanne a second time ; but this time he went and picked 
up the sword himself, and with a politeness of which at 
first one might bave supposed him incapable. " Monsieur 
le Chevalier," said he, extending bis hand to Ravanne, 
** you ai'e a brave young man; but believe in an old fré- 
quenter of scliools and taverns, who was at the Flemîsh 
wars before you were born, at the Italian when you were 
in your cradle, and at the Spanish while you were a 'page- 
Change your master. Leave Bertbelot, who bas already 
taught you ail he knows, and take Bois-Robert ; and may 
the devil fiy away with me if in six months you are not 
as good a fencer as myself !" 

"Thanks for your lesson, Monsieur," said Ravanne, 
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taking the hand of the captain, while two tears, which he 
could not restraiii, flowed down his cheeks ; " I hope it 
will profit me." And receiving his sword from the cap- 
tain, he did what the latter had already doue with his, — 
he returned it to its scabbard. 

They then both cast their eyes on their companions to 
see how they were faring. The combat was over. Lafare 
was seated on the ground, with his back leaning against a 
tree. He had been run throiigh the body, but happily 
the point of the sword had struck against a rib, and had 
glanced along the bone, so that the wound seemed at first 
worse than it really was ; still he had fainted, the shock 
had been so violent. D'Harmental was on his knees be- 
fore hira, endeavoring to stanch the blood with his hand- 
kerchief. Fargy and Valef had wounded each .other at 
the same moment. One was struck in the thigh, the 
other run through the arm ; both had apologized, prom- 
ising to be friends for the future. 

" Look, young raan," said the captain, showing Ravanne 
thèse différent épisodes of the field of battle, — " look on 
that, and meditate. There is the blood of three brave gen- 
tlemen flowing, — probably for some worthless woman." 

'* Faith, Captain," anawered Ravanne, quite calmed 
down, " I believe you are right, and that you are the 
only one of us ail that has common-sense." 

At that moment Lafare opened his eyes and recognized 
D'Harmental in the man who was tending him. " Cheva- 
lier," said he, " take a friend's advîce ; send me a surgeon 
whom you will find in the carriage, and whom I brought 
with me to provide against accident. Then go to Paris as 
fast as possible. Show yourself to-night at the opéra 
bail, and if they ask you about me, say that it is a week 
since you hâve seen me. As to me, you may be entirely 
unconcemed. Your name shall not pass niy lips ; and if 

2 
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you get into any unpleasant discussion with the police, let 
•me know at once, and we will manage so that the affair 
shall hâve no conséquences.'* 

" Thanks, Monsieur le Marquis," answered D'Harmen- 
tal ; "I leave you, beoaiise I know you are in better 
hands than mine. Otherwise, believe me, nothing should 
hâve separated me from you until I had seen you in 
your bed/' 

" Pleasant journey, my dear Valef," said Fargy ; " for 
1 do uot think that scratch will hinder your going. On 
your return, do not forget that you hâve a friend at No. 
14 Place Louis-le-Grand." 

"And you, my dear Fargy, if you hâve any commission 
for Jkladrid, you hâve but to say so, and you may rely 
Tipon its being executed with the exactitude and zeal of a 
true comrade." And the two friends shook hands as if 
nothing had happened. 

"Adieu, young man, adieu,** said the captain to 
Ra vanne -, " do not forget the advice which I hâve given 
you. Give up Berthelot, and take to Bois-Robert. Espè- 
ce iall y be calm, give ground w^hen it is necessary, parry in 
time, and you will be one of the best fencers in the king- 
dom of France. My implement sends its compliments to 
your mother's great spit." 

Ravanne, in spite of his présence of mind, cotrld not 
find anything to reply to the captain ; he turned away 
with a bow, and weiit to Lafare, who of the two wounded 
seemed the more seriously hurt. 

As to D'Harmental, Valef, and the captain, they rapidly 
gained the path, where they found the coach, and insido, 
the surgeon, who was enjoying a nap. D'Harmental woke 
him, and showing him the way he must go, told him that 
the Marquis de Lafare and the Comte de Fargy had need 
of his services. He also ordered his valet to dismount 
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and foUovv the surgeon in order to aid him ; then, turning 
toward the captain, ** Captaiii/' said he, " I do not think 
thai it wonld be pmdent to go and eat the breakfast 
which we hâve ordered ; therefore nceive my thanks for 
the assistance you hâve rendered me, and in remembrance 
of me, as it seems you are on foot, will you accept one of 
my two horses ? You can take either of them ; they are 
both good, and neither will fail you if you bave need to 
go eight OT ten leagues in an hour." 

** Faith, Chevalier," answered the captain, casting a look 
on tbe hoTse which had been so generously offered to him, 
" there was no need for that ; their blood and their purses 
are things which gentlemen lend one another every day. 
But you raake the oflTer with so good a grâce that I know 
not how to refuse you. If you ever bave need of me 
for anything whatever, remember tliat I am at your 
service." 

" If that sbould be the case, wbere should I find you, 
Monsieur î " said D'Harmental, smiling. 

"I bave no fixed résidence, Chevalier, but you may 
always hear of me by going to La Fillon's and asking 
for La Normande, and inquiring of her for Captain 
Roquefinette." 

And as the two young men mounted their horses, the 
captain also mounted, not without remarking to himself 
that D'Harmental had left him the best horse of the three. 
Then, as they were near cross-roads, each one took his 
own way and went off at a gallop. 

The Baron de Valef re-entered by the Barrière de Passy, 
and returned straight to the Arsenal to receive the com- 
missions of the Duchesse du Maine, to whose establish- 
ment he belonged, and left the same day for Spain. 

Captain Roquefinette took two or three tums round 
the Bois de Boulogne, walking, trotting, and galloping, in 
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order to test the qualities of his horse ; and having satis- 
fied himself tliat it was, as the chevalier had told him, a 
fine and pure-blooded animal, he returned to Durand's 
hôtel, where he ate, ail alone, the breakfast which hacl 
been ordered for three. The same day, he took his horse 
to a dealer and sold it for sixty louis. It was about half 
what it was worth ; but one must be prepared to make 
sacrifices if one wishes to realize promptly. 

As to the Chevalier d'Harmental, he took the road to 
La Muette, entered Paria by the great avenue of the 
Champs Élysées, and on returning to his home in the 
Rue de Richelieu, found two letters waiting for him. 
One of thèse letters was in a handwriting so well known 
to him that he trembled from head to foot as he looked 
at it ; and after having taken it up with as much hésita- 
tion as if it had been a burning coal, he opened it with a 
hand whose shaking betrayed the importance he attached 
to it. It read as foUows : — 

My dear Chevalier, — No one is master of his own heart, 
— you know that ; and it is one of the misfortunes of oiir 
nature net to be able to love the Rame person, or the same 
thing, for a long time. As to myself, I wish at least to hâve, 
beyond other woraen, the merit of never deceiving the man 
who bas been my lover. Do not corne, then, at your accus- 
tomed hour, for you will be told that I am not at home ; and 
I am 80 scrupulous that I would not willingly endanger the 
soûl of a valet or a waiting-maid by making them tell so 
great a lie. 

Adieu, my dear Chevalier. Do not retain too unkind a 
remembrance of me, and behave so that ten years hence I may 
still think what I think now, — that is to say, that you are 
one of the noblest gentlemen in France. 

Sophie d'Averne. 

" Mon Dieu ! " cried D'Harmental, striking his fist on 
a beautiful buhl table, which he smashed to bits, '*if 
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I hâve killed that poor Lafare, I never shall forgive 
myself!" 

After this outburst, which comforted him a little, the 
poor fellow began to walk backward and forward «between 
the door and the window in a manner that showed that 
he needed still other déceptions of the same kind before 
he could attain to the height of moral philosophy which 
the faithless beauty preached to him. Then, after taking 
several turns, he saw the other letter, which he had en- 
tirely forgotten, lying on tlie floor ; and still he passed by 
it two or three times, regarding it with a supi*eme indif- 
férence. At last, as if it occurred to him that it might 
, divert his mind from the other letter, he picked it up dis- 
dainfuUy, opened it slowly, looked at the writing, which 
was unknown to him, searched for the signature, which 
was wanting, and with a curiosity quickened by that 
appearanee of mystery, read as follows : — 

Chevalier, — If you hâve in your mind a quaiter of the 
romance, or in your heart half the courage, that your friends 
give you crédit for, some one is ready to oflFer you an enter- 
prise worthy of you, the resuit of which will be at the same 
time to avenge you on the man you hâte most in the world, 
and to conduct you to a goal more brilliant than you can hâve 
hoped for in your wildest dreams. The good genius who will 
lead you thither by an enchanted roâd, and in whom you 
must trust entirely, will expect you this evening from twelve 
to two o'clock at the opéra bail. If you go there unmasked, 
he will corne to you ; if you corne masked, you will know him 
by the violet ribbon which he will wear on bis left shoulder. 
The watch-word is ** Open sésame ! " Pronounce it boldly, 
and a cavem will open to you as wonderful as that of Ali 
Baba. 

" Bravo l '^ said D'Harmental ; " if the genius in the 
violet ribbons keeps only half his promise, by my honor 
he bas found his man ! '' 
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CHAPTER IIL 

THE CHEVALIER. 

The Chevalier Raoul d'Harmental, with whom, before go- 
ing farther, it is uecessary tbat our readers xuake a better 
acquaintauce, was the last scion of one of the best families 
of Nivernais. Althougb that family never had played an 
important part in history, yet it had a degree of renown 
wliich it had acquired partly by itself, and partly by its 
alliances. The father of the chevalier, the Sire Gaston 
d'Harmental, had corne to Paris in 1682, and had proved 
his genealogical tree from the year 1399, — an heraldic 
achievement which would bave given some trouble to 
more than one duke and peer. In another direction, his 
maternai uncle, Monsieur de Torigny, before being named 
chevalier of the order in the promotion of 1694, had con- 
fessed, in order to get his sixteen quarterings recoguized, 
that the best part of his scutcheon was that of the 
D'Harmentals, with whom his ancestors had been allied 
for three hundred yeara. Hère, then, was enough to 
satisfy the aristocratie demands of the âge of which ve 
Write. 

The chevalier was neither poor nor rich, — that is to 
say, his father, when he died, had left him an estate in 
the environs of Nevers, which brought him in from 
twenty thousand to twenty-five thousand francs a year. 
This was enough to enable him to live well in the country; 
but the chevalier had received an excellent éducation, and 
was very ambitious, therefore he had at his majority, iu 
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1711, left his home for Paris. His first visit was to the 
Comte de Torigny, on whom he counted to iutroduce him 
at court. Unfortunately, at that time the Comte de 
Torigny was ahsent from home; but as he remembered 
with pleasure the family of D'Harmental, he recommended 
his nephew to the Chevalier de Villarceaux, who could 
refuse nothing to his friend the Comte de Torigny, and 
took the young man to Madame de Maintenou. 

Madame de Maintenon had one good quality, — she 
always continued to be the friend of her old levers. She 
received the Chevalier d*Harmental graciously, thanks to 
the old recollections which recommended him to her, and 
some days afterward, the Maréchal de Villars coniing to 
pay his court to her, she spoke a few such pressing words 
in favor of her young protégé, that the marshal, dnlighted 
to find an opportunity of obliging this queen in partibus, 
replied that from that hour he attached the chevalier to 
his military establishment, and would take care to offer 
him every occasion to justify his august protectress's good 
opinion of him. 

It was a great joy to the chevalier to see such a door 
opened to him. The coming campaign would be défini- 
tive. Louis XI Y. had arrived at the last period of his 
reign, — the period of reverses. Tallard and Marsin had 
been beaten at Hochstett, Villeroi at Eamilies, and Villars 
himselfy the hero of Friedlingen, had lost the famous 
battle of Malplaquet against Marlborough and Eugène. 
Europe, kept down for a time by Colbert and Louvois, 
rose against France; and the situation of affairs was 



The king, like a despairing invalid who changes his 
doctor every hour, chauged ministers every day. Every 
new expédient only revealed a new weakness. France 
could uot sustain war, and could net obtain peace. 
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Vainly she oflfered to abandon Spain, and limit her fron- 
tier. This was not sufficient humiliation. It was de- 
mauded of the king that lie should allow the hostile 
armies to cross Francei in order to cliase his grandson 
from the throne of Spain ; and also that he should give 
up, as pledges, Cambray, Metz, I^a Rochelle, and Bayonne^ 
unless he preferred dethroning that grandson himself^ by 
open force, within a year. 

Such were the conditions on which a trace was granted 
to the conqueror of Les Dunes, Senef, Fleurus, Steenkirk, 
and of La Marsaille ; to him who had hitherto held in 
the folds of his royal mantle peace and vvar 5 to him who 
called hiinself the distributer of crowns, the chastiser of 
nations, the great, the immortal ; to him in whose honor, 
during the last half-century, marbles hâve been sculptured, 
bronzes cast, sonnets written, aud libations of flattery 
poured out. 

Louis XIV. had wept in fuU council. Thèse tears had 
produced an army, which was intrusted to Villars. 

Villars marched straight to the enemy, whose camp was 
at Denain, and who reposed in security while watching 
the agony of France. Never had greater respousibility 
rested on one head. Villars was about to stake the sal- 
vation of France on a single venture. 

The allies had established a Une of fortifications be- 
tween Denain and Marchiennes, which, with proud anti- 
cipation, Albemarle and Eugène called the high-road to 
Paris. Villars resolved to take Denain by surprise, 
and Albemarle conquered, to give battle to Eugène. 
In order to succeed in this audacious enterprise, it was 
necessary to deceive, not only the enemy 's army, but also 
his own, — its success depending, so to speak, on îts 
impossibility. 

Villars announced openly his intention of forcing the 
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lines of Landrecîes. One night, at an appointed hour^ the 
whole army moves off in the direction of that town. 
Suddenly the order is given to bear to the left. The 
engineers throw three bridges over the Scheldt. Villars 
passes over the river without obstacle, throws himself 
into the marshes, considered impassable, through which 
the soldier advances with the water up to his waist, 
marches sbraight to the first redoubts and takes them 
almost without striking a blow, seizes successively forti- 
fications covering a league, reaches Denain, crosses the 
moat which surrounds it, pénétrâtes into the town, and 
on arriving at the central square finds his young protégé, 
the Chevalier d'Harmental, who présents to him the sword 
of Albemarle, whom he has just taken prison er. 

At this moment the approach of Eugène is announced. 
Villars returns, reaches before his arrivai the bridge over 
which he must pass, takes possession of it, and awaits him. 
There the real battle takes place, for the taking of Denain 
had been but a short skirmish. Eugène makes attack after 
nttack, returning seven times to the head of the bridge, 
where the artillery and bayonets by. which it is defended 
repel his best troops with serions losses. At length, his 
clothes riddled with balls, bleeding from two wounds, he 
mounts his third horse, and the couqueror of Hochstett 
and Malplaquet retre^ts, weeping with rage, and bitiug his 
gloves with fury. Tn six hours the whole aspect of ajffairs 
has changed, — France is saved, and Louis XIV. is still 
the great king. 

D'Harmental had conducted himself like a man who 
wished to gain his spurs at once. Villars, seeing him 
covered with blood and dust, recalled to raind by whom 
the young man had been recommended to him, and made 
him draw near, while in the midst of the field of battle 
he wrote on a drum the resuit of the day's fighting. 
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** Are you wounded î " he asked. 

" Yes, Monsieur le Maréchal, but so slightly that it is 
not worth speaking of." 

** Hâve you the strength to ride sixty leagues, without 
resting an hour, a minute, a second ) " 

" I hâve the strength for anything that will serve the 
kiug or you." 

'* Theu set out instantly, go to Madame de Maintenon, 
tell her from me what you hâve seen, and annouuce to lier 
the Courier who will bring the officiai account. If she 
wishes to conduct you to the king, go with her." 

D'Harmental understood the importance of the mission 
with which he was charged ; and bleeding and dusty as he 
was, he niounted a fresh horse and gained the first stage. 
Twelve hours later he was at Versailles. 

Villars had foreseen what would happen. At the first 
words which fell from the mouth of the chevalier, Ma- 
dame de Maintenon took him by the hand and conducted 
him to the king. The king was at work, with Voisin, in 
his bedchamber, — contrary to his custom, for he was 
somewhat indisposed. 

Madame de Maintenon opened the door, pushed D'Har- 
mental to the feet of the king, and raising her hands to 
heaven, " Sire," said she, " give thanks to God ! for your 
Majesty knows we are nothing by ourselves, and every 
blessing comes from Him.'* 

" What bas happened, Monsieur î Speak ! " said the 
king, quickly, astonished to see this young man, whom 
he did not know, at his feet. 

" Sire,'* replied the chevalier, " the camp at Denain is 
taken. Albemarle is a prisoner. Prince Eugène bas 
taken flight ; and the Maréchal de Villars places his 
victory at your Majesty 's feet.** 

Louis XIV. tumed pale, in spite of his command over 
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liimself. His strength failed him, and he leaned against 
tlie table for support. 

" What is the matter, Sire î " said Madame de Main- 
tenon, hasteiiing to him. 

" Madame, I owe you everything," said Louis XIV. ; 
" you save the king, and your friends save the kingdom." 

Madame de Maintenon bowed and kissed tlie king's 
hand respectfully. 

Then Louis XIV., still pale and much moved, passed 
behind the great curtain which hid the alcôve containing 
his bed, and they heard a prayer of thanksgiving. He 
then reappeared, grave and calm, as if nothing had 
happened. " And now, Monsieur," said he, " tell me the 
détails." 

D'Harmental gave an account of that marvellous battle, 
which came as by a miracle to save the monarchy. 

"And hâve you nothing to tell of yourself?" asked 
Louis XIV. " If I may judge by the blood and dust with 
which you are yet covered, you did not remain idle." 

" Sire, I did my best," said D'Harraental, bowing ; 
"but if there is really auything to tell, I will, with 
your permission, leave that narration to the Maréchal 
de Villars." 

"It is well, young man; and if he forgets you by 
chance, we shall remember. You must be fatigued ; go 
and rest. I am pleased with you." 

D'Harmental retired joyously, Madame de Maintenon 
conducting him to the door ; he kissed her hand again, 
and hastened to profit by the royal permission. For 
twenty-four hours he had neither eaten, drunk, nor slept. 
On his awaking, they gave him a packet which had been 
brought from the minister of war. It was his commission 
as colonel. 

Two months afberward peace was made. Spain gave up 
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half its temtory, but France remained intact. Louis XIV. 
died. Two distinct and irreconcilable parties were in ex- 
istence, — that of the bastards, centring iu the Duc du 
Maine, and that of the legitimate princes, represented by 
the Duc d'Orléans. 

If the Duc du Maine had had the will, the persévér- 
ance, the courage, of his wife, Louise Bénédicte de Condé, 
perhaps, supported as he was by the king's testamentary 
directions, he raight hâve triuinphed. But he had to 
défend himself in broad day, as he was attacked; and 
the Duc du Maine, weak in mind and heart^ dangerous by 
force of cowardice, was good for nothing except for trans- 
actions carried on in secret. He was threatened openly, 
so that his numberless artifices, his cunning pretences, his 
dark and deep expédients, were useless to him. In one 
day, and almost without a struggle, he was precipitated 
from that height to which he had been raised by the 
blind love of the old king. It was an ignominious fall ; 
he retired in disorder, abandoning the regency to his rival, 
and preserving, out of ail the favors heaped upon him, only 
the superintendencc of the royal éducation, the command 
of the artillery, and precedence over the dukes and peers. 

The decree rendered by the parliament struck the old 
court and ail attached to it. Père Letellier did not wait 
to be exiled ; Madame de Maintenon took refuge at St. 
Cyr; and Monsieur le Duc du Maine shut himself up 
in the beautiful town of Sceaux, to continue his transla- 
tion of Lucretius. 

The Chevalier d'Harmental had foUowed, as an in- 
terested observer, thèse différent intrigues, waiting till 
they should assume a character which would permit him 
to take part in them. If there had been an open and 
armed contest, he would hâve taken that side to which 
gratitude called him. Too young, and as yet too chaste, — 
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if that Word may be used in treating of politics, — to turn 
with the wind of fortune, he remained faithful to the 
memory of the late king, and to the niins of the old 
court. 

His absence from the Palais Royal, round which hovered 
ail those who wished to take a place in the political firma- 
ment, was interpreted as opposition; and as he had re- 
ceived one morning the commission which gave him a 
yegiment, so on another morning he received the decree 
which took it from him. 

D'Harmental had the ambition of his âge. The only 
career then open to a gentleman was that of arms. His 
début had been brilliant ; and the blow which took from 
him, at the âge of twenty-five years, ail his hopes for the 
future was profoundly painful. He hastened to Monsieur 
de Villars, in whom he had found so warm a protector. 
The marshal received him with the coldness of a man who 
wishes not only to forget the past, but also to see it forgot- 
ten. D'Harmental understood that the old courtier was 
about to change his skin, and retired discreetly. 

Although seifishness was the ruling principle of that 
period, the chevalier's first encounter with it was bitter 
to him ; but he was at that happy time of life when a 
disappointed ambition rarely occasions a deep or lasting 
grief. 

Ambition is the passion of those who bave no other, 
and the chevalier had every one proper to five-and-twenty 
years of âge. Besides, the spirit of the times did not 
tend to melancholy ; that is a modem sentiment, spring- 
ing from the overthrow of fortunes and the weakness of 
man. In the eighteenth century men rarely dreamed of 
abstract things, or aspired toward the unknown; they 
went straight to pleasure, glory, or fortune, and ail who 
were handsome, brave, or intriguing could attain them. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

A BAL-MASQUÉ OF THE PERIOD. — THE BAT. 

The opéra balls were then at their height They were an 
invention of the Chevalier de Bouillon, who obtained par- 
don for assumirig, on unintelligible grounds, the title of 
Prince d'Auvergne, only by rendering this service to the 
dissipated society of the tinie. It was he who had in- 
vented the double flooring which put the pit on a level 
with the stage ; and the -régent, who highly appreciated 
ail good inventions, had granted him in recompense a 
pension of six thousand francs, which was four times 
what the "great king" had given to Corneille. That 
beautiful hall, with its rich and grave architecture, which 
the Cardinal de Richelieu had inaugurated with his " Mi- 
rame/' where Lulli and Quinault had presented their 
dramas of country life, and where Molière had himself 
played his principal works, was this evening the rendez- 
vous of ail that was noble, lich, and élégant in the court. 

D'Harmental, from a feeling of spite, very natural in 
his situation, had taken particular pains with his toilet. 
"When he arrived, the room was already full, and he had 
some appréhension that the mask with the violet ribbon 
would not find him, inasmuch as the unknown had 
neglected to assign a place of meeting ; and he congratu- 
lated himself on having come unmasked. This resolution 
showed great confidence in the discrétion of his adver 
saries in the récent engagement, a word from whom would 
hâve sent him before the parliament, or at least to the 
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Bastille. But so much confidence had the gentlemen of 
that day in one another's good faith that after having in 
the morning passed his sword through the body of one 
of the regent's favorites, the chevalier came, without 
hésitation, to seek an adventure at the Palais Royal. 
The firat person he saw there was the young Duc de 
Richelieu, whose name, adventures, élégance, and per- 
haps his indiscrétions, had already brought him so much 
into fashion. It was said that two princesses of the blood 
disputed his aifections, which did not prevent Madame 
de Nesle and Madame de Polignac from fighting with 
pistols for him, or Madame de Sabran, Madame de Vil- 
îars, Madame de Mouchy, and Madame de Tencin from 
sharing his heart. 

He had just joined the Marquis de Canillac, one of the 
regent's favorites, whom, on account of the grave appear- 
ance he affected, his Highness called his mentor. Riche- 
lieu began to tell Canillac a story, in a loud voice, and 
with bursts of laughter. The chevalier was acquainted 
with the duke, but not intimately enough to interrupt 
}jim in the midst of a conversation ; he was about to pass, 
when the duke seized him by the coat. 

^'Pardieuf' he said, " my dear Chevalier, you are 
welcome. I am telling Canillac an adventure which may 
be useful to him as nocturnal lieutenant to the régent, 
and to you as exposed to the same danger as mine. The 
story dates from to-day, — a further merit, as I hâve had 
only time to tell it to about twenty people, so that it is 
scarcely known. Spread it ; you will oblige me, and the 
régent also." 

D'Harmental frowned. The duke had chosen his 
time badly. At this moment the Chevalier de Ravanne 
passed, pursuing a mask. " Ravanne I " cried Richelieu, 
" Ravanne ! " 

3 
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" I am not at leisure," replied the chevalier. 

" Do you know where Lafare is î " 

" He lias a headache." 

"And Fargyî" 

" He has a sprain." And Ka vanne disappeared in the 
crowd, after bowing in the most friendly manner to his 
adversary of the morning. 

" Well, and the story ] " asked Canillac. 

"We are coming to it. Imagine that six or seven 
months ago, when I left the Bastille, where my duel with 
Gacé had sent me, three or four days after my reappear- 
ance Kafé gave me a charming little note from Madame 
de Parabère, inviting me to pass that evening with her. 
You understand. Chevalier, that it is not at the moment 
of leaving the Bastille that one would despise a rendez- 
vous given by the mistress of him who holds the keys. 
No need to inquire if I was punctual. At the time ap- 
pointed I was there. Guess whom I found seated on the 
sofa by her side. I give you a hundred guesses." 

" Her husband 1 " said Canillac. 

"By no means; his Eoyal Highness himself. I was 
the more astonished, as I had been admitted with some 
mystery, as if the lady were alone ; nevertheless, as you 
will understand, I would not allow myself to appear as- 
tonished I assumed a composed and modest air, like 
yours, ,Canillac, and saluted the marchioness with such 
profound respect that the régent burst out laughing. I 
did not expect this explosion, and was, I confess, a little 
disconcerted. I was about to sit down in a chair, but the 
régent signed to me to sit on the sofa, on the other side 
of the marchioness. I obeyed. * My dear Duke,' he said, 
*we hâve written to you on a serions affair. Hère is 
this poor marchioness, who, after being separated froni 
her husband for two years, finds herself in an interesting 
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situation.' The marchioness tried to blush, but finding 
she could not, covered her face with her fan. *At the 
first Word she told me of her position,* continued the ré- 
gent, * I sent for D'Argenson, and asked him who could 
be the father.* * Oh, Monsieur, spare me ! * said the mar- 
chioness. 'Nonsense, my little duck; a little patience 1 
Do you know what the lieutenant of police answered me, 
my dear Duke î ' * No,' said I, much embarrassed. ^ He 
said it was either you or I.' * It is an atrocious calumny ! ' 
I cried. * Don't be excited, Duke ; the marchioness has 
confessed ail.' 'Then,' I replied, *if the marchioness has 
confessed ail, I don't see what remains for me to tell.' 
* Oh,' continued the régent, ' I don't ask you for détails. 
It only remains for us, as accomplices, to get each other 
out of the scrape.' *And what hâve you to fear, Mon- 
seigneur?' I asked. 'As for myself, I know that pro- 
tected by your Highness's name, I can brave ail.' ^What 
hâve we to fear, my dear fellow î ' * The outcry of Para- 
bère, who wants me to make him a duke.* 'Well, sup- 
pose we make him the father,' I replied. * Exactly,' said 
his Highness, laughing; *and you hâve had the same idea 
as the marchioness.' ' Pardieu ! Madame,' I said, * that is 
an honor for me.' * But the difficulty,' objected Madame 
de Parabère, Ms that it is more than two years since I 
hâve even spoken to the marquis ; and as he piques him- 
self on his jealousy and severity, I don't know what may 
happen. He has made a vow that if ever I should get 
into the condition in which I now am, the law should 
avenge him.' *You see, Richelieu, this becomes rather 
uncomfortable,' added the régent. ^ Peste! I think so. 
Monseigneur ! ' * I hâve some means of coercion in my 
hands, but they do not go so far as to force a husband to 
be reconciled to his wife, and to receive her at his house.' 
' Well,' I replied, ' suppose we bring him hère.' * There 
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is the difficulty.* ' Wait a moment; Madame la Mar- 
quise, may I ask, without indiscrétion, if Monsieur de 
Parabère still bas a weakness for cbampagne and bur- 
gundy V * I fear so,' said tbe marchioness. * Then, 
Monseigneur, we are saved ! I invite tbe marquis to 
Bupper, witb a dozen of good fellows and charming 
women. You send Dubois — ' 'What! Dubois 1* 
asked tbe régent. 'Certainly; one of us must remain 
sober. As Dubois cannot drink, be must undertake to 
make the marquis drink ; and wben everybody is under 
tbe table, he can take bim away from us and do wbat 
be likes witb bim. Tbe rest dépends on tbe marcbioness.' 
' Did I not tell you, Marcbioness,* said tbe régent, clap- 
ping bis bands, * tbat Ricbelieu would give us good ad vice 1 
See bere, Duke,* be continued, * you must leave off wan- 
dering round certain palaces; leave tbe old lady to die 
quietly at St. Cyr, tbe lame man to rbyme at Sceaux, and 
join yourself witb us. I will give you, in my cabinet, 
tbe place of tbat old fool D'Uxelles ; and affairs will go 
no worse for tbe change.^ ' Ob, yes,' I replied, * I dare 
say ; but tbe tbing is impossible, — I bave otber views.* 
* Obstinate fellow ! * murmured the régent." 

" And Monsieur de Parabère ? " asked tbe Chevalier 
d'Harmental, curious to know tbe end of the story. 

"Oh, everything took place as we bad planned. He 
went to sleep at my bouse, and awoke at bis wife's. He 
mado a great noise, but there was no longer any possibility 
of crying scandai and initiating a légal process. His car- 
nage bad stopped at nigbt at bis wife's botel, and ail the 
servants saw bim enter, and saw bim leave in tbe mom- 
ing ; 80 tbat we bave tranquilly waited for the end, al- 
thougb witb some impatience to know wbom tbe cbild 
would resemble, — Monsieur de Parabère, the régent, or my- 
self. Well, the marchioness was delivered to-day at noon." 
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"And whom does the child resemble î" asked Canillac. 

" Noce ! " replied Richelieu, with a burst of laughter. 
" Is n't it a good story, Marquis î What a pity that the 
poor Marquis de Parabère should be so foolish as to die 
before the dénouement/ How he would hâve been 
avenged for the trick we played him!" 

"Chevalier," at this moment a sweet and flute-like 
voice whispered in D'HarmentaFs ear, while a little hand 
rested on his arm, ** when you hâve finished your conver- 
sation with Monsieur de Richelieu, I claim my turn." 

"Pardon me, Monsieur le Duc," said the chevalier, 
"but you see that I am called away." 

" I will let you go on one condition." 

"Whatisitî" 

"That you will tell my story to this charming bat, 
charging her to tell it to ail the night-birds of her 
acquaintance." 

" I fear," said D'Harmental, " I shall not hâve time." 

" Oh ! so much the better for you," replied the duke, 
freeing the chevalier, whom till then he had held by the 
coat, "for then you must hâve something better to say." 
And he turned on his heel, to take the arm of a domino, 
who, in passing, stopped to compliment him on his 
adventure. 

D'Harmeutivl threw a rapid glance on the mask who 
had accosted him, in order to make sure that it was the 
one with whom he had an appointment, and was satis- 
fied on seeing a violet ribbon on the lefb shoulder. He 
hastened, therefore, to remove himself to some distance 
from Canillac and Richelieu, in order not to be inter- 
rupted in a conversation which he expected to be highly 
interesting. 

The unknown, whose voice betrayed her sex, was of 
middle height, and young, so far as one could judge from 
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the elasticity of her niovements. As to her stature and 
form, as to ail that which the eye of the observer is so 
curious to discover iu such cases, it was useless to specu- 
late, — the study promîsed so small resuit. In short, as 
the Word dropped by Monsieur de Richelieu has already 
indicated, she had adopted the costume best calculated to 
hide either grâces or defects ; she was dressed as a bat, — 
a costume much in vogue at that period, and verj con- 
venient by reason of its remarkable simplicity, since it 
consisted only of two black skirts. The manner of em- 
ploying them was at the command of everybody. One 
was fastened, as usual, round the waist ; the masked head 
was passed through the placket-hole of the other. The 
front was puUed down to make wings ; the back raised to 
make horns. Any one could be almost certain thus to 
puzzle an interlocutor, who could recognize him only upon 
the closest scrutiny. 

The chevalier made ail thèse observations in less time 
than it has taken to describe them ; but haviag no knowl- 
edge of the person with whom he had to deal, and believ- 
ing it to be some love intrigue, he hesitated to speak, 
when, tuming toward him, " Chevalier," said the nia^k, 
without disguising her voice, assuming that it was 
unknown to him, " do y ou know that I am doubly grate- 
ful to y ou for having come, particularly in the state of 
mind in which you are î It is unfortunate that I cannot 
attribute this exactitude to anything but curiosity." 

"Beautiful mask," answered D'Harmental, "did you 
not tell me in your letter that you were a good genius ? 
Now, if really you partake of a superior nature, the past, 
the présent, and the future must be known to you. You 
knew, then, that I should come ; and since you knew it, 
my coming ought not to astonish you." 

" Alas ! " replied the unknown, " it is easy to see that 
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you are a weak mortal, and that y ou are happy enougb 
never to hâve raised yourself above your sphère. Other- 
wise you would know that if we, as you say, know the 
past, the présent, and the future, this science is silent as 
to what regards ourselves; and the things buried in the 
deepest obscurity are those which we most désire to know." 

" Diable l Monsieur le Génie," answered D'Harmental, 
" do you know that you will make me very vain if you 
continue in that tone î For, take care ! you bave told 
me, or nearly so, that you had a great désir© that I should 
corne to your rendezvous." 

"I did not think I was telling you anything new, 
Chevalier. It appeared to me that my letter would leave 
you no doubt as to the désire I felt of seeing you." 

" This désire, which I admit only because you déclare 
it, and I am too gallant to contradict you, — bas it not 
made you promise in your letter more than is in your 
power to performî" 

" Make a trial of my science ; that will give you a test 
of my power." 

" Oh, nwn Dieu ! I will confine myself to the sîmplest 
thing. You say you are acquainted with the past, the 
présent, and the future. Tell me my fortune." 

" Nothing easier. Give me your hand ! " 

D'Harmental did what was asked of him. 

"Sire Chevalier," said the stranger, after a moment's 
examination, " I see very legibly written by the direction 
of the adductor muscle, and by the arrangement of the 
longitudinal lines of the palm, five word», in which are 
included the history of your life. Thèse words are, cour- 
age^ ambition, disappointmenty love^ and treacheryy 

"Pe«^e/" interrupted the chevalier, "Idid not know 
that the genii studied anatomy so deeply, and were obliged 
to take their dégrees like a Bachelor of Salamanca." 
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"Genii know ail that men know, and many other 
tliîngs besides, Chevalier." 

" Well, then, wbat meaa thèse words, at once so sono- 
tous and so opposite ; and what do they teach you of me 
in the past, my very leamed genius î " 

" They teach me that it is by your courage alone that 
you gained the rank of colonel, which you held in tbe 
army of Flanders ; that this lauk awakeued yoiir ambi- 
tion; that this ambition bas been foUowed by a disap- 
poiniment; that you hoped to console yourself for this 
disappointment by love; but that love^ like fortune, is 
subject to treacheryy and that you bave been betrayed." 

" Not bad," said the chevalier ; " and the Sibyl of 
Cumœ could not bave got ont of it better. A little 
vague, as in ail horoscopes, but a great fund of triitb, 
nevertheless. Let us come to the présent, beautiful 
mask/' 

"The présent, Chevalier? Let us speak softly of it, 
for it smells terribly of the Bastille." 

The chevalier started in spite of himself, for he be- 
lieved that no one except the actors who had played a 
part in it could know bis adventure of the morning, 

" There are at this liour," continued the stranger, " two 
brave gentlemen lying sadly in their beds, while we chat 
gayly at the bail ; and that because a certain Chevalier 
d'Harmental, a great listener at doors, did not remember 
a hemistich of Virgil." 

"And what is this hemistich 1" asked the chevalier, 
more and more astonished. 

" * Facilis descensus Averni,' " said the Bat, laughing. 

" My dear genius," cried the chevalier, trying to peep 
through the openings in the stranger's mask, " that, allow 
me to inform you, is a quotation rather masculine." 

" Do you not know that genii are of both sexes î " 
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" Yes ; but I had uever heard that they quoted the 
iEneid so fluently." 

" la not the quotation appropriate î You speak to me 
of the Sibyl of Cumœ ; I answer you in her lauguage. 
You ask for something positive ; I give it to you. But 
you mortals are ne ver satistied." 

" No j for I confess that this knowledge of the past and 
the présent inspires me with an oppressive désire to know 
the future." 

" There are always two futures," said the mask ; " there 
is the future of weak minds, and the future of strong 
minds. God has giveu man free will that he may choose. 
Your future dépends ou yourself." 

" But we must know thèse two futures, that we may 
choose the best." 

"Well, there is one which awaits you soraewhere in 
the environs of Nevers, in the depth of the country, among 
the rabbits of your warren and the fowls of your poultry- 
yard. This one will conduct you straight to the magis- 
trate's bench of your parish. It is an easy ambition, and 
you hâve only to let yourself go to attain it You are on 
the road." 

" And the other î " replied the chevalier, visibly piqued 
at the supposition that in any case sucha future could 
be his. 

" The other," said the stranger, leaning her arm on that 
of the young man, and fixing her eyes on him through her 
mask, — " the other will throw you back into noise and 
light, will make you one of the actors in the game 
which is playing in the world, and whether you gain or 
lose, will leave you at least the renown of a great 
player." 

** If I lose, what shall I lose î " asked the chevalier. 

«Life, probably." 
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The chevalier tossed his head contemptuously. 

" And if I win ? " added he. 

" What do you say to the rank of colonel of horse, the 
title of Grandee of Spain, and the order of the Saint 
Esprit, without counting the field-marshars bâton in the 
future r* 

" I say that the prize is wortli the stake, and that if you 
can prove to nie that you can keep your promise, I am 
your nian." 

"This proof," replied the mask, "must be given you 
by another ; and if you wish to hâve it, you must follow 
me." 

*' Oh," said D'Harmental, " am I deceived, and are you 
but a genius of the second order, — a subalteru spirit, an 
intermediate power î Diable I this would take aWay a 
little of my considération for you." 

**What does it matter if I am subject to some great 
enchantress, and she bas sent me to you 1 " 

" I warn you that I do not treat with ambassadors." 

" And therefore my mission is to conduct you to her." 

"Thenlshallseeherl" 

** Face to face, as Moses saw the Lord." 

" Let us go, then." 

"Chevalier, you go quickly to the work; you forget 
that befure ail initiations there are certain indispensable 
cérémonies to secure the discrétion of the initiated." 

"Whutmust I doî" 

" You must allow your eyes to be bandaged, and let me 
lead you where I like. When arrived at the door of the 
temple, you must take a solemn oath to reveal nothing 
conceruing the things you may hear, or the persons you 
may see.'* 

" I am ready to swear by the Styx," said D'Harmental, 
laughing. 
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" No, Chevalier," said the mask, in a grave voice ; 
"swear only by your honor. You are known, and that 
will suffice." 

" And vvhen I hâve taken this oath," asked the cheva- 
lier, after an instantes refleetion, " will it be permitted to 
me to retire, if the proposais made are not such as a gen- 
tleman may entertain 1 " 

"Your conscience will be your sole arbiter, and your 
Word the only pledge demauded of you." 

" I am ready,** said the chevalier. 

" Let us go, then," said the mask. 

The chevalier prepared to cross the room in a straight 
line toward the door ; but perceiving three of his friends, 
who might hâve stopped him on the way, he made a turn 
and described a curve, which, however, would bring him 
to the same end. 

" What are you doingl " asked the mask. 

** I am avoiding some one who might detain us.'* 

" Ah !" said the mask, " I began to fear." 

"Fear whatî" asked D'Harmental. 

" To fear that your ardor was diminished in the propor- 
tion of the diagonal to the two sides of a square." 

" Pardieu ! " said D'Harmental, " this is the first time, 
I believe, that ever a rendezvous was given t-o a gentleman 
at an opéra bail to talk anatoray, ancient literature, and 
mathematics. I am sorry to say so, but you are the most 
pedantic genius I ever met in my life." 

The Bat burst out laughiug, but made no reply to this 
sally, in which was betrayed the spite of the chevalier at 
not being able to recognize a person who appeared to be 
80 well acquainted with his adventures ; but as this only 
added to his curiosity, both descended in equal haste, and 
found themselves in the vestibule. 

" What road shall . we take ? " asked the chevalier. 
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" Shall we travel underground, or in a car drawn by 
griffinsT' 

" With your permission, Chevalier, we will simply go 
in a carnage. In fact, and though more than once y ou 
hâve seemed to doubt it, I am a woman, and I am rather 
afraid of the dark." 

" Permit me, theu, to call my carriage," said the 
chevalier. 

" Not at ail ; I hâve my ovvn." 

"Callit, then." 

" With your permission, Chevalier, we will not be more 
proud than Mahomet with the mountain; and as my 
carriage cannot come to us, we will go to it." 

At thèse words the Bat drew the chevalier into the Rue 
St. Honoré. A carriage without armoriai bearings, with 
two dark-colored horses, waited at the corner of the street. 
The coachmau was on his seat, enveloped in a gieat cape 
which hid the lower part of his face, while a three-cornered 
hat covered his forehead and eyes. A footman lield the 
door open with one hand, and with the other held his 
handkerchief so as to couceal his face. 

** Get in," said the mask. 

D'Harmental hesitated a moment. Those two servants 
without livery, who seemed as anxious as their mistress 
to préserve their incognito ; the carriage without blazon ; 
the obscure place where it was drawn up ; and the ad- 
vanced hour of the night, — ail inspired the chevalier with 
a very natural sentiment of mistrust ; but reflecting that 
he gave his arm to a woman, and had a sword by his side, 
he got in boldly. The Bat sat down by him, and the 
footman closed the door. 

*' Well, are we not going to start î " said the chevalier, 
seeing that the carriage remained motionless. 

"There remàins a little précaution to be taken," 
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said the mask, drawing a silk handkerchief from her 
pocket. 

" Ah, yes, true,** said D'Harmental ; " I had forgotten. 
I give myself up to you with confidence." And he ad- 
vanced his head. 

The unknown bandaged his eyes, then said, " Cheva- 
lier, you give me your word of lionor not to move this 
bandage till permission is given you to take it off 
altogetherl" 

" I do." 

"Itis well." 

Then, raising the glass in front, she said to the coach- 
man, " You know where, Monsieur le Comte." And the 
horses started oflP at a gallop. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE ARSENAL. 

As the conversation had been animated at the bail, so the 
silence was absolut» duriug the ride. This adventtire, 
which at first had presented itself under the appearance of 
an amorous intrigue, had immediately assumed a graver 
aspect, and appeared to turn toward political machinations. 
If this new aspect did not frighten the chevalier, at least 
it gave him raatter for reflection ; and his reflections were 
the more profound because more than once he had dreanied 
of what he would do under circumstances like tbose he 
was abôut to encounter. 

There ia a moment in the life of every man which dé- 
cides upon his future. This moment, important as it is, 
is rarely prepared by calculation or directed by will. It 
is almost always chance which takes a man as the wind 
«loes a leaf, and throws him into some new and unknown 
path, where, once entered, he is obliged to obey a su- 
perior force, and where, while believing himself free, he 
is but the slave of circumstances and the plaything of 
events. 

It was thus with the chevalier. We hâve seen by what 
gâte he entered Versailles, and how interest and gratitude 
attached him to the party of the old court. He had not 
calculated the good or the harm that Madame de Main- 
tenon had done to France; he had not considered tlie 
right or the power of Louis XIV. to legitimatize Lis 
bastard sons; he had not weighed in the balance of 
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genealogy Monsieur du Maine and Monsieur d'Orléans ; he 
had felt only tliat he must dévote his life to those who 
had raised him from obscurity. And when the old king 
was dead ; when he learned that one of his last wishes was 
that Monsieur le Duo du Maine should be régent ; when 
he had seen those last wishes overruled by the parlia- 
ment, — he had regarded as a usurpation Monsieur le Duc 
d'Orléans's accession to the regency. 

Fully expecting an armed reaction against this power, 
he had looked around through ail France to see the 
standard unfolded which his conscience told him he ought 
to foUow. But to his great astonishment nothing that 
he expected happened. Spain, so much interested to 
hâve a willing friend at the head of the French govern- 
ment, had not even protested; Monsieur du Maine, 
fatigued by his brief contest, had retired into the shade ; 
Monsieur de Toulouse, good, easy, and almost asharaed of 
the favors which had fallen to the share of himself and 
his brother, would not permit even the supposition that 
he could put himself at the head of a party. The Maréchal 
de Villeroy had made a feeble and unorganized opposition. 
Villars went to no one, but waited for some one to corne 
to him. D'Uxelles had changed sîdes, and had accepted 
the post of secretary for foreign afFairs. The dukes and 
peers contiuued patient, and paid court to the régent, in 
the hope that he would at last take away from the Dukes 
(.)f Maine and Toulouse, as he had promised, the precedence 
wliich Louis XTV. had given them. 

Finally there was discontent with, and even opposition 
to, the governraent of the Duc d'Orléans, but ail im- 
palpable and disjointed. This is what D'Harm entai had 
seen, and what had resheathed his half-drawn sword : he 
thought he was the only one who had anticipated another 
issue to affairs, and he gradually came to the conclusion 
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that that issue had no existence except in his own imagi- 
nation, since thoee who should hâve been most interested 
in that resuit seemed to regard it as so impossible that 
they did not even attempt to attain to it. 

But when he fouud himself deceived ; when upon that 
smiling surface he saw grave events in préparation ; when 
he saw that that apparent carelessness was only a veil 
concealing the opération of ambition, — then his hopes, 
which he had thought dead, but which were onh^ sleep- 
ing, murmured, on their awaking. promises more seductive 
than ever before. Those ofFers made to him, even though 
perhaps exaggerated, that future promised him, improbable 
as it might be, had excited his imagination. Now, to one 
twenty-six years of âge, imagination is a strange enchan- 
tress ; ' it is the architect of castles in the air ; it is the 
fairy of golden dreams ; it is the queen of the kingdom 
without bounds ; and while it rests gigantic expectations 
on the frailest support, it trusts to them as if they were 
based on the earth's solidity. 

Although the carriage had been on the road nearly half 
an hour, the chevalier had not found the journey long ; 
so deep were his reflections that even if his eyes had not 
been bandaged, he would hâve been equally ignorant of 
what streets they passed through. At length he heard 
the wheels rumbling as if they were passing under an 
arch. He heard the grating of hinges as the gâte opened 
to admit him and closed behind him, and directly after, 
the carriage, having described a semi-circle, stopped. 

** Chevalier," said his guide, " if you hâve any fear, 
there is still time to draw back ; if, on the contrary, you 
hâve not changed your resolution, come with me.*' 

D'Harmental's only answer was to extend his hand. 
ïhe footman opened the door ; the unknown got out 
first, and then assisted the chevalier. His feet soon 
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encountered some steps; he mounted six, — still con- 
ducted by the masked lady, — crossed a vestibule, passed 
through a corridor, and entered a room. 

" We hâve now amved," said the UDknown. " You 
remember our conditions : you are free to accept or refuse 
a part in the pièce about to be played ; but in case of a 
refusai, you promise not to divulge anything you may see 
or hear." 

" I swear it on my honor," replied the chevalier. 

" Now, sit down ; wait in this room, and do not re- 
move the bandage till you hear two o'clock strike. You 
hâve not long to wait." 

With thèse words his conductress lefb him. Two o'clock 
soon struck, and the chevalier tore off the bandage. He 
was alone in the most marvellous boudoir possible to 
imagine. It was small and octagonal, hung with lilac and 
silver, with furniture and portières of tapestry. His eyes 
rested on buhl tables covered with splendid china, a Per- 
sian carpet, and a ceiling painted by Watteau, who was 
then coming into fashion. At this sight the chevalier 
found it difficult to believe that he had been summoned 
on grave matters, and almost retumed to his first ideas. 

At this moment a door hidden by the tapestry was 
opened, and there appeared a woman whom, in the fan- 
tastic préoccupation of his spirit, D'Harmental might 
bave taken for a fairy, so slight, small, and délicate was 
her figure. She was dressed in pearl-gray satin cov- 
ered with bouquets, so beautifully embroidered that at a 
short distance they appeared like natural flowers; the 
flounces, ruffles, and head-dress were of English point, 
adomed with pearls and diamonds. Her face was cov- 
ered with a half-mask of black velvet, from which hung 
a fringe of black lace. 

D'Harmental bowed, for there was something royal in 
4 
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the motions and the appearance of this woman, which 
showed him that the otber had been only an envoy. 
" Madame/' said he, " hâve I really, as I begin to believe, 
left the earth for the land of spirits, and are you the pow- 
erful fairy to whom this beautiful palace belongs 1 " 

" Alas, Chevalier ! " replied the masked lady, in gentle 
and yet positive tones, '* I am not a powerful fairy, but 
on the contrary a poor princess, persecuted by a wicked 
enchanter, who bas taken from me my crown, and cruelly 
oppresses my kingdom. Therefore T am searching every- 
wbere for a brave knight to deliver me ; and your lenown 
has led me to address myself to you.*' 

" If my life only is needed to restore you your past 
power. Madame/' replied D'Harmental, ** speak ; I am 
leady to risk it with joy. Who is this enchanter that I 
mnst combat, — this giant that I must destroy) Since 
you hâve chosen me above ail, I will prove myself worthy 
<of the honor. From this moment I engage my word, 
even if it costs me my life." 

" If you lose your life, Chevalier, it will be in good 
Company," said the lady, untying her mask, and discov- 
ering her fece ; " for you will lose it with the son of Louis 
JXIV. and the granddaughter of the great Condé." 

" Madame la Duchesse du Maine I " cried D'Harmental, 
falling on one knee. "Will your Highness pardon me 
if, not knowing you, I hâve said anything which may fall 
short of the profound respect I feel for you î " 

" You hâve said nothing for which I am not proud and 
grateful, Chevalier ; but perhaps you now repent. If so, 
you are at liberty to withdraw." 

** Heaven forbid, Madame, that having had the good 
fortune to engage my life in the service of so great and 
noble a princess, I should deprive myself of the greatest 
honor I ever dared to hope for! No, Madame; accept 
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seriously, I pray y ou, whafc juet now l ofifered with a 
smile, — my arm, my sword, and my life.** 
• ** I see," said the Duchesse du Maine, -with that smile 
which gave her such power over ail who approached her, 
" that the Baron de Valef did not deceive me, and that 
you are ail that he said in describing you. Corne, I will 
présent you to our friends." 

The duchess went first, and D'Harmental followed, aston- 
ished at what had taken place, but fully resolved, partly from 
pride, partly from conviction, to take no step backward. 

The duchess conducted him to a salon where four 
personages awaited him. Thèse were the Cardinal de 
Polignac, the Marquis de Pompadour, Monsieur de 
Malezieux, and the Abbé Brigand. 

The Cardinal de Polignac was supposed to be the lover 
of Madame du Maine. He was a handsome prelate, from 
forty to forty-five years of âge, — always dressed with the 
greatest care ; possessed of an unctuous voice, a cold face, 
and a timid heart ; devoured by ambition, which was con» 
stantly thwarted by hesitancy in action ; of high birth, as 
his uame indieated ; very leamed for a cardinal, and very 
well-inforraed for a nobleman. 

Monsieur de Pompadour was a man of from forty-five 
to fifty years old, who had been a minion of the dauphin, 
the son of Louis XIV., and who had so deep love and so 
tender vénération for ail the family of the "great king" 
that seeing with grief that .the régent was about to dé- 
clare war against Philip V., he had thrown himself, body 
and soûl, into the Duc du Maine's party. Proud and dia- 
interested, he had given a rare example of loyalty in 
sending back to the régent the brevet of his pensions and 
those of his wife, and in refusing for himself and the Mar- 
quis de Courcillon, his son-in-law, every place offered to 
them. 
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Monsieur de Malezieux was a man from sixty to sixty- 
five 3'ears old, Chancellor of Dombes and Lord of Chatenay. 
He owed this double title to the gratitude of Monsieur le 
Duc du Maine, whose éducation he had conducted. A 
poet, a musician, an author of small comédies, which he 
played himself with infinité spirit ; bom for an idle and 
intellectual life; always occupied in procuring pleasure 
for others, and, above ail, for Madame du Maine, whom he 
adored, — he was a type of the Sybarite of the eighteenth 
century ; but like the Sybarites who, drawn by the aspect 
of beauty, followed Cleopatra to Actium and were killed 
around her, he would hâve followed his dear Bénédicte 
through fire and water, and at a word from her would 
without hésitation, and almost without regret, hâve 
thrown himself from the towers of Notre Dame. 

The Abbé Brigand was the son of a Lyons merchant. 
His father, who was commercially related with the court 
of Spain, was charged to make overtures, as if on his own 
account, for the marriage of the young Louis XIV. with 
the Infanta Maria Theresa of Austria, If thèse overtures 
had been badly received, the ministers of France would 
hâve disavowed them ; but they were well received, and 
they supported them. 

The marriage took place ; and as the little Brigaud was 
born about the same time as the dauphin, his father 
asked, in recompense for his services, that the king's son 
should stand godfather to his child, and that favor 
was graciously accorded to him. Moreover, the young 
Brigaud was placed near the dauphin, and thus he be- 
came acquainted with the Marquis de Pompadour, who, 
as we bave said, was one of the pages of honor. When 
he was of an âge to décide on his profession, he joined the 
Fathers of the Oratory, and became an abbé. He was a 
clever and an ambitions man, but as often happens to 
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the greatest geniuses, he had uever had an opportunity 
of making himself known. 

Some time betbre the period of which we are writiiig, 
he had again fallen in with the Marquis de Pompadour, 
who was seekiiig a man of spirit and enterprise to bô the 
secretary of Madame du Maine. The marquis frankly 
shovved Brigaud to what périls the situation would expose 
him in the existing condition of aflfairs. Brigaud weighed 
for an instant the good and the evil chance.s, and as the 
former appeared to predominate, he accepted the position, 

Of thèse four men, D'Harmental was personally ac- 
quainted with only the Marquis de Pompadour, whom he 
had often met at the house of Monsieur de Courcillon, his 
son-in-law, a distant relative of the D'Harmentals. 

When D'Harmental entered the room, Monsieur de 
Polignac, Monsieur de Malezieux, and Monsieur de Pom- 
padour were standing talking at the fi replace, and the 
Abbé Brigaud was seated at a table arranging some 
papers. 

" Gentlemen," said the Duchesse du Maine, " hère is 
the brave champion of whom the Baron de Valef ,has 
spoken to us, and who bas been brought hère by your 
dear De Launay, Mousieur de Malezieux. If his name 
and antécédents are not sufficient to stand sponsor for 
him, I will answer for him personally." 

" Presented thus by your Highuess," said Malezieux, 
" we shall see in him not only a companion, but a chief, 
whom we are ready to folio w wherever he may lead." 

" My dear D'Harmental," said the Marquis de Pompa- 
dour, extending his hand to- him, ** we were already rela- 
tives, now we are brothers." 

" Welcome, Monsieur ! " said the Cardinal de Polignac, 
in the unctuous tone habituai to him, and which con- 
trasted so strangely with the coldness of his countenance. 
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The Abbé Brigand raised bis liead, turned it toward 
the chevalier with a movement of the neck like that of a 
serpent, and fixed on D'Harmental two little eyes, brilliant 
as those of the lynx. 

'* Gentlemen," said D'Harmental, after answering each 
of them by a bow, " I am new and étrange amoug you, 
and, above ail, ignorant of wbat is going on, or in what 
manner I can serve you ; but tliougb my word bas been 
engaged to you for only a few minutes, ni y dévotion to 
your cause is of many years' standing. I beg you, there- 
fore, to graut me the confidence so graciously clainied 
for me by ber Highness. Ail that I shall ask after that 
will be a speedy occasion to prove myself worthy 
of it." 

"Well saidl" cried the Duchesse du Maine; "com- 
raend me to a soldier for going straight to the point ! 
Ko, Monsieur d'Harmental, we will hâve no secrets 
from you ; and for the opportunity you require, which 
will place each of us in our proper position, we shall 
not, I hope, hâve long to wait." 

•'PaiHion, Madame la Duchesse," interrupted the car- 
dinal, who was playiug uneasily with his lace cravat, 
"but from the way you talk, the chevalier will think 
that the affair is a conspiracy." 

" And what is it, then, Cardinal î ** asked the duchess, 
impatiently. 

" It is," said the caixiinal, " a council, — secret, it is true, 
but in no degree i-eprehensible, — in which we only seek 
a means of remedying the misfortunes of the State, and 
enlightening France on her true interests, by recalling the 
iast will of King Louis XIV." 

"Stay, Cardinal!" said the duchess, stamping ber 
foot ; " you will kill me with impatience by your cir- 
cumlocutionsj Chevalier," she continued, addressing 
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D'Harmental, 'Mo not listeu to his Eminence, who at 
this moment, doubtless, is thinkîng of his * Anti-Lucrèce.' 
If it bad been a simple council, the talents of his Emi- 
nence would soon hâve extricated us from our troubles, 
and we should bave had no need of you. But it is a 
genuine conspiracy against the régent, — a conspiracy 
which includes the King of Spain, Cardinal Alberoni, 
the Duc du Maine, myself, the Marquis de Pompadour, 
Monsieur de Malezieux, l'Abbé Brigand, Valef, yourself, 
the cardinal himself, who is the président, and which 
will include half the parliament and three parts of France. 
This is the matter in hand, Chevalier. Are you content, 
Cardinal î Hâve I spoken clearly, gentlemen 1 ** 

'* Madame ! ** murmured Malezieux, joining his hands 
before her with more dévotion than he would bave mani- 
fested before the Virgin. 

" No, no ! stop, Malezeiux ! " said the duchess ; " but 
the cardinal enrages me with his half-measures. Mon 
Dieu! are thèse eternal waverings worthy of a manî 
For myself, I do not ask a sword, I do not ask a dagger ; 
give me but a nail, and I, a woman, and almost a dwarf, 
will go, like a new Jael, and drive it into the temple of 
this other Sisera. Then ail will be fînished; and if I 
fail, no one but myself will be compromised." 

Monsieur de Polignac sighed deeply ; Pompadour burst 
out laughing ; Malezieux tried to calm the duchess ; and 
Brigand bent his head, and went on writing as if he had 
heard nothing. As to D'Harmental, he would hâve kissed 
the hem of her dress, so superior was this woman in his 
eyes to the four men who surrounded her. 

At this moment they heard the sound of a carriage, 
which drove into the courtyard and stopped at the door. 
The person expected was doubtless some one of import- 
ance, for there was an instant silence, and , the Duchesse 
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du Maine, in her impatience, weut heiself to open the 
door. 

«Welir'sheaeked. 

"He is hère," said a voice in the corridor, which 
D'Harmental recognized as that of the Bat. 

"Enter, enter, Prince/' said the duchess; ''we wait 
for you." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE PRINCE DE CELLAMARE. 

IJpoN this invitation there entered a tall, thin, grave man, 
of dark complexion, who at a single glance took in every- 
thing in the room, animate and inanimate. The chevalier 
recognized the ambassador of their Catholic Majesties, the 
Prince de Cellamare. 

" Well, Prince," asked the duchess, " what hâve you to 
tell us r» 

"I hâve to tell you, Madame," replied the prince, 
kissing her hand respectfully, and throwing his cloak on 
a chair, "that your serene Highness had better change 
coachmen. I predict misfortune if you retain in your 
service the fellow who' drove me hère. He seems to me 
to be some one employed by the régent to break your 
Highness's neck and those of your friends." 

Every one began to laugh, and particularly the coach» 
man himself, who, without ceremony, had entered behind 
the prince. Throwing his hat and cloak on a seat, he 
showed himself a man of high bearing, from thirty-five 
to forty years old, with the lower part of his face hidden 
by a black handkerchief. 

"Do you hear, my dear Laval, what the prince says 
of youî" asked the duchess. 

" Yes, yes," said Laval ; ** it is worth while to gîve him 
Montmorencies to be treated like that. Ah, Monsieur le 
Prince, the first gentlemen in France are not good enough 
for your coachmen î Peste! you are difficult to please. 
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Hâve you many coaelimen at Naples who date fiom 
Robert le Fort?" 

" What ! was it you, my dear Count 1 " said the prince^ 
holding out his hand to him. 

'* Myself, Piince. Madame la Duchesse sent away her 
coachmau to keep Lent with his family, and engaged me 
for this night. She thought it safer." 

" And Madame la Duchesse did right," said the car- 
dinal. "One caunot take tou many précautions." 

"Ah, your Eminence," said Laval, "I should like to 
know if you would be of the same opinion after passing 
half the night on the box of a carnage, first to brmg Mon- 
sieur d'Harmental from the opéra bail, and then to take 
the prince from tbe Hôtel Colbert." 

" What I " said D'Harmental, " was it you, Monsieur le 
Comte, who had the goodness — " 

" Yes, young mau,'* replied Laval, " it was I ; and I 
would hâve gone to the end of the world to bring you 
hère, for I know you. You are a gallant gentleman ; you 
were oue of the first to enter Denain, and you took Albe- 
marle. You were fortunate enough not to leave half your 
jaw there, as I left half of mine in Italy. It would hâve 
heen a further motive for laking away your régiment — 
which they bavé done, however, without that reason." 

" We will restore you that, Chevalier, a hundpedfold, 
you may be assured," said the duchess ; " but now let us 
speak of Spain. Prince, you bave news from Alberoni, 
Pompadour tells me." 

"Yes, your Highuess." 

"Whatisitî" 

"Both good and bad. His Majesty Philip V. is in 
ono of his melancholy moods, and will not détermine 
upon anything. He will not believe in the treaty of 
the quadruple alliance." 
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•' Will not believe in ît I " cried the duchess ; " and the 
treaty ought to be signed now. In a week Dubois will 
hâve brought it beie." 

" 1 know it, your Highness," replied Cellamare, coldly ; 
" but bis Catholic Majesty does not." 

" Then he abandons us to ourselves î " 

" Why — yes, practically." 

'' Wbat becomes, then, of the queen's fine promises, and 
the empire she prétends to bave over her husband ] " 

** She promises to prove it to you, Madame," replied the 
prince, " wheu something is doue," 

" Yes,'' said the Cardinal de Polignac ; " and tben she 
will fail in that promise.'* 

" No, your Eminence ; I will answer for her.*' 

'* What I see most clearly in ail this," said Laval, ^* is 
that we must compromise the king. Once compromised^ 
he must go on.' 

" Now, then/* said Cellamare, " we are coming to 
business." 

** But how to compromise him," asked the Duchesse du 
Maine, " without a letter from him, without even a verbal 
message, and at five hundred leagues' distance 1 " 

" Has he not bis représentative at Paris, and is not 
that représentative in your bouse at this very moment. 
Madame r* 

" Prince," said the duchess, " you bave more extended 
powers than you are willing to admit." 

" No ; my powers are limited to telling you that the 
citadel of Toledo and the fortross of Saragossa are at your 
service. Find the means of making the régent enter there, 
and their Catholic Majesties will close the door on him 
so securely that he will not leave it again, I promise 
you," 

" It is impossible," said Monsieur de Polignac. 
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" Impossible 1 and whyî'* cried D'Harmental. "On 
tlie contrary, what is more simple ) Nothing is necessary 
but eigbt or ten determined men, a well-closed carriage, 
and relays to Bayonne." 

" I hâve already offered to undertake it," said LavaL 

" And I," said Pompadour. 

" Yon cannot," said the ducbess ; " the régent knows 
you, and if the thing failed, you would be lost." 

" It is a pity,*' said Cellamare, coldly ; " for once 
arrived at Toledo or Saragossa, there is greatness in 
store for him wbo shall hâve succeeded.'* 

'' And the blue ribbon/' added Madame da Maine, '* on 
his return to Paris.'* 

** Oh, silence, I beg, Madame I " said D'Harmental ; " for 
if your Highness says such things, you will give to dévo- 
tion the air of ambition, and rob it of ail its merit. I 
was going to ofFer myself for the enterprise, — I, who am 
unknown to the régent; but now I hesitate. And yet I 
venture to believe myself worthy of the confidence of your 
Highness, and able to justify it." 

" What, Chevalier ! ** cried the ducbess, " you would 
risk — " 

" My life ; it is ail I bave to rîsk. I thought I had 
already offered it, and that your Highness bad acoepted it. 
Was I mistakenî" 

" No, no. Chevalier," said the ducbess, quîckly ; ** and 
you are a brave and loyal gentleman. I bave always 
believed in presentiments j and from the moment Yalef 
pronounced your name, telling me that you were what I 
tind you to be, I had a presentiment that by your aid we 
should succeed. Gentlemen, you hear what the chevalier 
says ; in what can you assist him 1 " 

" In whatever be may want," said Laval and Pompadour. 

** The coffers of their Catholic Majesties are at hîs dis- 
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posai/' said the Prince de Cellamare, ** and he may make 
free use of them." 

" I thank you, gentlemen," said D'Harmental, tarning 
toward the Comte de Laval and the Marquis de Pompa- 
dour ; " but known as you are, you would only make the 
enterprise more difl&cult. Occupy yourselves only in ob- 
taiuing for me a passport for Spain, as if I had the charge 
of some prisoner of importance; that ought to be easy." 

" I undertake it," said the Abbé Brigand ; " I will get 
from D'Argenson a paper ail prepared, which will need 
only to be tilled in." 

" Excellent Brigand I " said Pompadour ; " he does not 
speak often, but he speaks to the purpose." 

^' It is he who should be made cardinal/' said the 
duchess, '' rather than certain great noblemen of my 
acquaintance ; but as soon as we can dispose of the blue 
and the red, be easy, gentlemen, we shall not be miserly. 
Now, Chevalier, you hâve heard what the prince said. 
If you want money — '* 

** Unfortunately," replied D'Harmental, " I am not rich 
enough to refuse his Excellency's offer, and when I hâve 
arrived at the end of about a thousand pistoles which I 
hâve at home, I must hâve recourse to you." 

" To him, to me, to us ail, Chevalier ; for each one in 
such circumstances should tax himself according to his 
means. I hâve little ready money, but I hâve many 
diamonds and pearls; therefore want for nothing, I beg. 
Ail the world bas not your disinterestedness, and there 
are services which must be bought with gold." 

" But, Monsieur," said the cardinal, " hâve you reflected 
on the enterprise you are undertakingt If you should 
be caught ! " 

" Your Eminence need hâve no concem," replied D'Har- 
mental, contemptuously. "I bave sufficient grounds of 
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coiuplaînt against the régent for it to be believed, if 1 
were taken, that it was an affair between him and me, 
and that my vengeance was entirely personal." 

" But," said the Comte de Laval, " you must hâve an 
assistant of some kiud in this enterprise, — some one on 
whom you can count. Hâve you any oneî" 

" I think so," replied D*Harmental. " However, I mnst 
be informed every raorning what the régent will do in the 
evening. Monsieur le Prince de Cellaniare, as ambassador, 
must hâve his secret police." 

" Yes," said the prince, embarrassed, " I hâve a few 
persons who report to me — " 

" That is just the thing ! " said D'HarmentaL 

" Where do you lodge î " asked the cardinal. 

" At my own honse, Monseigneur, Rue de Kicbelien, 
No. 74." 

" And how long bave you lived there ? " 

" Three years." 

"Then you are too well known there, Monsieur; you 
must change quarters. The persons who visit you there 
are known, and the sight of strange faces would give rise 
to questions." 

" This time your Eminenee îs right,** said D'HarmentaL 
"I will seek another lodging in some retired neigbbor- 
bood." 

" I will take care of that," said Brigand ; " my costume 
does not excite suspicion. I will engage you a lodging 
as if for a young m an from the country, who bas been 
recommended to me, and bas come to occupy a place in 
an office." 

" Truly, my dear Brigand," said the Marquis de Pompa- 
dour, " y on are like the princess in the * Arabian Nigbts,' 
who never opened ber moutb but to drop pearls." 

"Well, it is a settled thing. Monsieur l'Abbé," said 






THE PRINCE DE CELLAMARB. 63 

D'Harmental ; " I reckon on yoii, and I sball annonnco 
at home that I am going to leave Paris for a three months' 
trip." 

"Everything is settled, then," said the Duchesse du 
Maine, joyfully. " This is the first time that I hâve been 
able to see clearly into our affairs, Chevalier, and we owe 
it to you. I will not forget it." 

"Gentlemen," said Malezieux, pnlling ont bis watch, 
" I would observe that it is four o'clock in the moming, 
aud that we sball kill our dear ducbess with fatigue." 

" You are mistaken," said the ducbess ; " such nights 
rest me, and it is long since I bave spent one so pleasantly." 

" Prince," said Laval, " you must be contented with the 
coachman whom you wished discharged, unless you would 
prefer driving yourself, or going on foot." 

** No, indeed," said the prince ; " I will risk it. I am 
a Neapolitan, and believe in omens. If you overtum me, 
it will be a sign that we must stay wbere we are ; if you 
conduct me safely, it will be a sign that we may go on." 

"Pompadour, will you take back Monsieur d'Har- 
mentaU" said the ducbess. 

" Willingly,'' said the marquis. " It is a long time 
since we met, and we bave a hundred things to say to 
eacb other." 

" Cannot I take leave of my sprightly Bat 1 " asked 
D'Harmental ; " for I do not forget that it is to ber I 
owe the happiness of having offered my services to your 
Highness." 

" De Launay ! " cried the ducbess, conducting the 
Prince de Cellamare and the Comte de Laval to the 
door, " De Launay, hère is Monsieur le Chevalier d'Hap- 
mental, who says you are the greatest sorceress be bas 
ever known." 

" Well ! " said she who bas left us such cbarming 
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memoirs, under the name of Madame de Staal, " do yon 
believe in luy prophecies now, Monsieur le Chevalier î" 

"I believe, because I hope," replied the chevalier. 
" But now that I know the fairy that sent y ou, it is not 
your prédictions that astonish me the most. How were 
you so well informed about the past, and above ail, about 
the présent?" 

" Well, De Launay," said the duchess, smiling, ** be 
kind, and do not torraent the chevalier any longer, or he 
will believe us to be two witches, and will be afxaid 
of us." 

" Was there not one of your friends, Chevalier," asked 
Mademoiselle de Launay, *' who left you this morning in 
the Bois de Boulogne to come and say adieu to us 1 " 

"Valef! It is Valef!" cried D'HarmentaL "I un- 
derstand now." 

** See, now ! " said Madame du Maine, " in the place of 
Œdipus you would hâve been devoured ten times over by 
the Sphinx." 

" But the mathematics ; but the anatomy ; but Virgil î " 
replied D'Harmental. 

" Do you not know, Chevalier," said Malezieux, mixing 
in the conversation, " that we never call her anything hère 
but our savante ? — with the exception of Chaulieu, who 
calls her his flirt, and his coquette ; but ail by way of 
poetical license." 

" Why," added the duchess, " the other day we let her 
loose on Duvernoy, our doctor, and she beat him at 
anatomy ! " 

" And," said the Marquis de Pompadour, taking D'Har- 
mental's arm to lead him away, " the good man, in his 
disappointment, declared that there was no other girl in 
France who understood the human frame so well." 

"Ah," said the Abbé Brigand, folding his papers. 
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'* hère is the first savant on record who bas been known 
to make a bon-niot. It is true, he did not intend it." 

And D'Harmental and Pompadour, baving taken leave 
of the duchess, retired laughing, followed by the Abbé 
Brigand, who reckoned on them to drive him home. 

" Well," said Madame du Maine, addressing the Cardi- 
nal de Polignac, '* does your Eminence still find it such a 
terrible thing to conspire î *' 

" Madame," replied the cardinal, who could not under- 
stand that any one could laugh when bis head was in 
danger, '* I will ask you the same question when we are 
ail in the Bastille." And he went away with the good 
chancellor, deploring the ill-luck which had thrown him 
into such a rash enterprise. 

The duchess looked after him with a coutempt which 
she could not disguise ; then when she was alone with 
Mademoiselle de Launay, " My dear Sophie," said she, 
joyously, " let us put out our lantem, for I think that at 
last we bave found a man ! " 
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CHAPTER VII. 

ALBEBONL 

When D'Harmeutal awoke, he thought he had had a 
dream. £ vents had, daring the last thirty-siK hours, suc- 
ceeded one another with such rapidity tfaat he had been 
carrîed away, as by a whirlpool, without knowiug whither 
he was going. Now, for the first time, he had leisure to 
reflect ou the past and the future. 

We are living in a time when every one has conspired 
more or less. We know, therefore, from our own expéri- 
ence what the natural process is in such cases. After 
entering upon an engagement in a moment of exaltation, 
one's first feeling, as he glances at his new position, is a 
feeling of regret for having been so forward. Then by 
degrees one familiarizes himself with the idea of the 
dangers to which he is exposed. Imagination, always 
so indulgent, removes them from sight, and présents in- 
8t«ad the ambitions that may be fulfiUed. Then pride 
steps in ; one understands that he has suddenly become a 
secret power in that State in which yesterday he was 
nothing at ail. He walks along proudly, with head erect, 
passing contera ptuously those who lead an ordinary life ; 
he cradles himself in his hopes ; he sleeps in the clouds ; 
and some day he wakes conquering or conquered, — car- 
ried on the shoulders of the people, or broken by the 
wheels of that machine called the govemment. 

Thus it was with D'Harmental. The âge in which he 
lived saw the League on its horizon^ and almost touched 
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the Fronde. A siirgle génération of men liad intervened 
since the cannon of the Bastille had supported the rébel- 
lion of the great Condé. During that interval Louis 
XIV. had fîlled the scène, it is triie, with his omnipotent 
will ; but Louis XIV. was no more, and the grandchildren 
thought that on the same théâtre of action, and with the 
same machines, they could play the same game their 
fathers had played. 

After a few moments' reflection, D'Harmental saw 
things in the same light in which he had seen them 
the day before, and congratulated himself upon having 
taken the highest place among such people as the Mont- 
morencies and the Polignacs. His family had transmitted 
to him much of that adventurous chivalry so greatly in 
vogue under Louis XIIL, and which Richelieu with his 
scaffolds; and Louis XIV. with his antechambers, had not 
quite beeu able to destroy. There was something roman- 
tic in enlisting himself, a young man, under the banners 
of a woman, and that woman a granddaughter of the 
great Çondé. And besides, one holds so lightly to life 
at twenty-six years of âge, that he is continually risking 
it in enterprises far less serions thau that in which 
D'Harmental had become the chief. 

D'Harmental resolved to lose no time in preparîng to 
keep the promises he had made. He did not conceal 
from himself that from that moment he belonged to him- 
self no longer ; that the eyes of ail the conspirators, from 
Philip V. to the Abbé Brigand, were upon him ; and that 
on his courage and prudence depended the destinies of 
two kingdoms and the politics of the world. 

At this epoch the régent was the keystone of the aroh 
of the European édifice; and France was beginning to 
take, if not by arms, at least by diplomacy, that influence 
which she had unfortunately not always maintained. 
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Placed at the centre of the triangle formed by the tbi-ee 
great powers, with eyes ûxed on Germany, one arni ex- 
tended toward England, and the other toward Si)aîn, 
leady to turn on any one of thèse three SUites that ehould 
not treat her according to her dignity, she had as- 
Bumed, under the Duc d'Orléans, an attitude of calm 
strength which she had never had, even under Louis 
XIV. 

This arose frora the division of interests conséquent on 
the usurpation of William of Orange, and the accession of 
Philip V. to the throne ol Spain. Faithful to his old 
hatred against the stadtholder of Holland, who had re- 
fused him his daughter, Louis XIV. had constantly ad- 
vanced the pretensions of James II., and after his death, 
of the Chevalier de Saint-Oeorge. Faithful to his com- 
pact with Philip V., he had constanlly aided his grandson 
against the emperor, with men and nioney ; and iveak- 
ened by this double war, he had been reduced to the 
shameful treaty of Utrecht. But at the death of the old 
king ail was changed, and the régent had adopted a very 
différent line of conduct. The treaty of Utrecht was only 
a truce, which had been bi*oken from the moment when 
Ëngland and Holland did not pursue common interests 
with thoae of France. 

In conséquence, the régent had first of ail held out his 
hand to George L, and the treaty of the triple alliance 
had been signed at La Haye, — by Dubois in the name of 
France, by General Cadogan for England, and by the pen- 
sionary Heinsius for Holland. This was a great step 
toward the pacification of Europe, but it was not final ; 
the interests of Austria and Spain were still in suspense. 
Charles VI. would not recognize Philip V. as King of 
Spain; and Philip V., on his part, would not renounce 
his rights over those provinces of the Spanish empire 
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which the treaty of Utrecht, to the injury of the throne 
of Philip II., had ceded to the emperor. 

The ragent strove, by friendly negotiations, to bring 
Charles VI. to recognize Philip V. aa King of Spain, and 
proposed, by the use of force if necessary, to induce Philip 
V. to abandon his pretensions to the provinces transferred 
to the emperor. 

It was in the hope of bringing thèse things about that 
the régent had sent Dubois to London, where he was pro- 
moting the treaty of the quadruple alliance with even 
more zeal than he had bestowed on that of La Haye. 

Now, this treaty of the quadruple alliance, in uniting 
the interests of France, England, HoUand, and the em- 
pire, would nullify every claim of any otlier State which 
was not approved by the four powers. In this possibility 
were involved ail the appréhensions of Philip V., or 
rather, of Cardinal Alberoni ; for as to Philip V., if only 
he had a woman's company and a prie-Dieu, he was but 
little concemed with what took place elsewhere than in 
his chamber and his chapel. 

But it was not so with Alberoni. His was one of those 
extraordinary fortunes which one sees, always with new 
astonishment, spring up around a throne, — one of those 
caprices of destiny which chance raises and destroys ; 
like a gigantic waterspout, which advances on the océan, 
threatening to annihilate everything, but which is dis- 
persed into vapor by a stone thrown from the hand of a 
sailor ; or like an avalanche, which threatens to swallow 
towns and fiU up valleys, because a bird in its flight bas 
detached a flake of snow on the summit of the mountain. 

A curions history might be written of great results pro- 
duced by trivial causes from the time of the Greeks down 
to our own day. The love of Helen brought on the Tro- 
jan War, and changed the destiny of Greece. The viola- 
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tiou of Lucretîa druve the Tarquins from Home. âd 
insulted husband conducted Breiinus to tbe Capitoline 
Hill. La Cava introduced the Moors into Spain. A poor 
jetit written by a young fop upon the chair of an old Doge 
nearly overthrew Venice. The escape of Dearbhor«;il with 
Mac-Murchad led to the subjugation of Ireland. The 
order given to Cromwell to leave the vessel on wbich 
he had already embarked for America resulted in the ex- 
écution of Charles I. and tbe fall of the Stuarts. A dis- 
cussion between Louis XIV. and Louvois about a window 
of Trianon caused the HoUand War. A glass of water 
spilled upon the dress of Mistress Marsham deprived the 
Duke of Marlborough of his commande and saved France 
by the treaty of Utrecht. In short, Europe was almost in- 
volved in war because Monsieur de Vendôme had received 
the Bishop of Parma while seated upon his commode. 

This last-mentioned incident was the beginning of 
Alberoni's fortune. 

Alberoni was born in a gardeuer's cottage, and as a 
child he was the bell-ringer. When still a young man, 
he exchanged his smock-frock for a surplice. He was of 
a merry and jesting disposition. The Duke of Panna 
beard him laugh one day so gayly that the poor duke, 
who did not laugh every day, asked who it was that was 
so merry, and had him called. Alberoni related to l\im 
some grotesque adventure. His Highness laughed heart- 
ily, and finding that it was pleasant to laugh sometimes, 
attached him to his person. Little by little, while amus- 
ing himself with his jester's taies, the duke discovered 
that the fellow had talent, and he faucied that this talent 
was applicable to public affairs. 

It was at this time that the poor Bishop of Parma came 
back, deeply mortified at his réception by the general- 
issimo of the French army. The susceptibility of this 
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envoy might compromise the grave interests which bis 
Highness had to discuss with France. His Highness 
jadged that Alberoni was a man whom nothing could 
hurailiate, and he sent the abbé to finish the negotiation 
which the bishop had left unfinished. 

Monsieur de Vendôme, who had not put himself out for 
a bishop, did not do ao for an abbé, and received the 
second ambassador as he had the first; but instead of 
following the example of his predecessor, Alberoni found 
in Monsieur de Vendôme's own situation so much roaterial 
for merry jests and exaggerated commendation that the 
affair was finishod at once, and he came back to the duke 
with everything airanged according to his wishes. 

The duke found in this success a reason for employing 
him again. This time Alberoni found Monsieur de Ven- 
dôme about sitting down to table, and instead of begin- 
ning at once upon business, asked him if he would taste 
two dishes of his cooking ; he then went into the kitchen, 
and came back with a soupe au fromagt in one hand, and 
macaroni in the other. Monsieur de Vendôme found the 
soup 80 good that he asked Alberoni to take sorae with 
him at his own table. At dessert Alberoni introduced his 
business ; and profiting by the favorable disposition which 
the dinner had created in Monsieur de Vendôme, he 
twisted him round his finger. 

His Highness was astonished, The greateat genius he 
had met with never had done so much. 

Alberoni had carefully refrained from leaving his re- 
ceipt behind him ; so that the next time it was Monsieur 
de Vendôme who asked the' Duke of Parma if he had 
nothing else to negotiate with him, His Highness had 
little difficulty in finding reasons for a third embàssy, 
and sent Alberoni again. The latter was able to persuade 
his sovereign that ho would be more useful to him near 
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Monsieur de Vendôme than elsewhere, and he persnaded 
Monsieur de Vendôme that he could net exist without 
soupe au fromage and macaroni. Monsieur de Vendôme 
attached him to bis service, allowed him to become «:- 
quainted wlth bis most secret affairs, and made him his 
chief secretary. 

At length Monsieur de Vendôme left for Spain. Âl- 
beroni put bimself in communication with Madame des 
Ursins; and wben Vendôme died, in 1712, at Tignaios, 
^he gave him, near ber, the same post he bad occupied 
near tbe deceased. 

Tbis was anotber step. Tbe Princesse des Uisins be- 
gan to get old, — an unpardonàble crime in the eyes of 
flPbilip V. She resolved to find, to replace Marie de 
Savoie, a young woman, througb wbom she migbt con- 
tinue to reign over tbe king. Alberoni proposed the 
daugbter of bis old master, wbom he represented to be 
a cbild witbout cbaracter and witbout will, who would 
ckim notbing of royalty but the name. The prîneess was 
taken by tbis promise. Tbe marriage was decided on, 
and the young princess left Italy for Spain. 

Her first act of autbority was to arrest tbe Princesse des 
Tlrsins, who bad come to meet her in a court dress, and to 
send her back as she was, with her neck nncovered, in a 
bitter frost, in a carnage of wbich tbe guard bad broken 
tbe window with bis elbow, first to Burgos, and tben to 
France, — wbere she arrived after liaving been obliged to 
borrow fifty pistoles fpom her servants. Her coachman 
bad bis arm frozen, and it was eut off. 

After bis first interview with Elizabetb Famè«e, the 
king announced to Alberoni that he was prime minister. 
From that day, tbanks to tbe young queen, who owed 
him everytbing, tbe ex-ringer of bells exercised an un- 
limited empire over Philip V. 
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Now this was the dream of Alberoni, wbo had always 
prevented Philip V. from recognizing the peace of Utrecht : 
if the conspiracy succeedcd, — if D*Harmental carried otf 
the Duc d'Orléans, and took him to the citadel of Toledo, 
or the fortress of Saragossa, — Alberoni would get Mon- 
sieur du Maine recognized as régent^ would \7ithdraw 
France from the quadruple alliance, throw the Chevalier 
de Saint-George with the fleet on the English coast, and 
set Prussia, Sweden, and Russia, with whom he had a 
treaty of alliance, at variance with Holland. The empire 
would then prolit by their dispute to retake Naples and 
Sicily, would assure Tuscany to the second son of the 
King of Spain, would reunite the Catholic Netherlands 
to Fiance, give Sardinia to the Dukes of Savoy, Com- 
machio to the Pope, and Mantua to the Yenetians. He 
would make hiraself the soûl of the great league of the 
South against the North, and if Louis XV. died, would 
crown Philip V. king of half the world. 

It must be confessed that this was not badly planned 
for a cook. 
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Kia* t'rjït if h^ %zj'rUi 9iyr*iz-t iLem he wocld be sîinplr 
wrrr;;,;/ f'.r v^::*^ ÏL^HeaA oi yieliing lo the impnlsK ci 
<'/nim\fiïif'^. ar,d deT'.tion ; but the Abbé Bri^ad explained 
iff hïm t)*^ in irach an eriterprise theie are susceptibilities 
V^ eon^jîj'îf, and ary:oTx;plices to paj; and tbat besîdes^ if 
ll»/j ftffiiir HHf'Aief'Af'Â, he woul*] bave to set ont instantly 
ffff H[iHin, and perhap» make bis way by force of gold. 
lîri^aud carried away a complète suit of tbe chevalier*s, 
M a ]HiiU*.m for a new one 8uitable for a clerk in an office. 
TUh A)f})6 Brigand was a useful man. 

l)*\\tiruuiUin\ paHHcd the rest of the day in preparing for 
IiIm pruloiidod joumey, and destroyed, to guard against 
Wf'<il<liint, ovory lotter which might compromise a friand. 
Whoti tilglii cniuo ou, he went toward the Eue St. Honoré, 
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where — thanks to La Normande — he hoped to hâve 
news of Captain Roquefinette. In fact, from the moment 
that a lieutenant for his enterprise had been spoken of, 
he had thought of this man, who had given him, as his 
second, a proof of his careless courage. He had instantly 
recognized in him one of those adventurers who are always 
ready to sell their blood for a good price, and who in 
time of peace, when their swords are useless to the State, 
place them at the service of îndividuals. Such a man 
must hâve secret relations with those namelcss persons 
who form the groundwork of conspiracies, — machines 
who are put in opération without knowing either by what 
spring they are started into action or what results they 
produce; and who, whether the aflfair fails or succeeds, 
disperse as soon as it comes to a head, sinking into the 
popular abyss, like ghosts droppiug through trap-doois on 
the stage of a théâtre. On becoming a conspirator, one 
always becomes superstitions; and D'Harmental fancied 
that it was an intervention of Providence which had in- 
troduced him to Eoquefinette. 

The chevalier, without being a regular customer, went 
occasionally to the tavern of La Fillon, It was quite 
fashionable at that time to go and drink at her house. 
D'Harmental was to her neither her "son,'* — a name 
which she gave to ail her regular visitars, — nor her 
"gossip," as she called Abbé Dubois, but simply Mon- 
sieur le Chevalier, — a mark of respect which would bave 
been considered rather a humiliation by most of the young 
men of fashion. La Fillon was therefore somewhat sur- 
prised when D'Harm entai asked to see one of her boarders, 
called La Normande. 

" Oh, mon Dieu, Monsieur le Chevalier ! " said she, 
" I am really distressed ; but La Normande bas just 
been engaged until to-morrow evening." 
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" Peste / " said the chevalier, " what madness ! " 

" Oh, it is not madne«s,'' replied La Fillon ; " it îs a 
caprice of an old friend to whom I ara devoted." 

" When he has money, I suppose î " 

" You are mistaken. I give him crédit iip to a certain 
sum. It is a weakness, hut one cannot help being grate- 
fu]. He started me in the world ; for though you see 
me now, Monsieur le Chevalier, receiving in my house the 
beat people in Paris, including the régent, yet I am only the 
daughter of a poor chair-bearer. Oh, I am not like your 
beautiful duchesses who deny theîr origin ; nor like your 
dukes and peers who fabricate généalogies for themselves. 
No, what I am, I owe to my own merit ; and I am proud 
of it." 

"Then," said the chevalier, who was not particularly 
interested in La Fillon's history, "you say that La 
Normande will be hère to-morrow evening î '* 

" She is hère, Monsieur, — she is hère ; only, as I told 
you, she has business with my old fox of a captain." 

" But, my dear Présidente " (this was a name some- 
times given to La Fillon, in allusion to the présidente of 
the same name), *' do you think, by chance, your captain 
may be my captain î " 

•' What is your captaîn's name î '* 

" Captain Roquefinette." 

"Itishehimself." 

"Heishereî" 

" In person." 

" Well, he is the person I want to see ; and I asked for 
La Normande only to get bis address." 

" Then it is ail right,'* said the présidente. 

"Hâve the kindness to send for him." 

" Oh, he would not come down for the régent himself. 
If you want to see him, you must go up." 
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"To whatroomî" 

" To room No. 2, where you supped the other evening 
with the Baron de Valef. Oh, when he has money, 
nothing is too good for him. Although he is but a 
captain, he has the heart of a king." 

** Better and better ! " said D'Hariiiental, môunting the 
staîrcase, without sufferiiig his mînd to be diverted from 
his enterprise by tlie recollection of the mîsadventure 
which had happeued to him in that room ; " * the heart 
of a king/ my dear Présidente, — that is exactly what 
I want." 

If D'Harmental had not known the room in question, 
the voice of the captain would soon hâve served him for 
a guide. 

" Now, my little loves," sbouted the captain, " the third 
and last verse, and together in the chorus ! " Theu he 
began singing in a magnificent bass voice, and four or 
five female voices took up the chorus. 

" That is better," said the captain ; " now let us hâve 
the * Battle of Malplaquet.' " 

" No, no," said a voice ; "I hâve had enough of your 
battle." 

" What ! enough of it, — a battle in which I took part ! 
morbleu/^' 

** That is nothing to nie. I like a romance better than 
ail your wicked battle-songs, full of oaths." And she 
began to sing, "Lin val loved Arsène — " 

" Silence ! " said the captain. " Am I not master hère 1 
As long as I hâve any money, I will be served as I like. 
When I hâve no more, that will be another thing ; theu 
you may sing what you like, and I shall hâve nothing to 
say to it." 

It appeared that the captain's companions thought it 
beneath the dignity of their sex to subscribe to sucb a 
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pensed with thîs formality, and having closed the door 
behind him, descended the staircase. He was only on the 
fourth step when he heard the captain begin the famous 
8ong of the dragoons of Malplaquet, which has perhaps 
caused as much blood to be shed in duels as had been 
poured out in the battle. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE GARRET. 

The next day tlie Abbé Brigaud came to the chevalier's 
bouse at tbe same hour as before ; he was a very punctual 
mau. He brougbt with bim tbree thiugs particularly use- 
fui to the chevalier, — clothes, a passport, and the report of 
the Prince de Cellamare's police respecting what the régent 
was intending to do on the présent day, March 24, 1718. 
The clothes were simple, as became the cadet of a bour- 
geois family corne to seek bis fortune in Paris. The 
chevalier tried them on, and thanks to bis own good 
looks, found that plain as they were, they became him 
admirably. Tbe abbé shook bis head. He would bave 
preferred that the chevalier should not bave looked quite 
80 well ; but this was an irréparable misfortune, to whicb 
he must be resigned. 

The passport was in the name of Senor Diego, steward 
of the noble bouse of Oropesa, who had a commission to 
bring back to Spain a sort of mauiac, a bastard of the 
said bouse, whose mania was to believe himself régent of 
France. This was a précaution taken to meet anytbing 
tliat the Duc d'Orléans might call out from the bottom of 
the carriage; and as the passport was according to rule, 
signed by the Prince de Cellamare, and " viséd " by Mon- 
sieur Voyer d'Argenson, there was no reason why the 
régent, once in tbe carriage, should not arrive safely at 
Pampeluna, when ail would be done. The signature of 
Monsieur Voyer d'Argenson was imitated with a fidelity 

6 
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which did honor to the caligraphers of the Prince de 
Cellamare* 

As to the report, it was a masterpîece of clearness ; and 
we reproduce it word for word, to give an idea of the re- 
gent's life, and of the manner in which the Spanîsh am- 
bassador's police was conducted. It was dated two 
o'clock in the morning. 

" To-day the régent will rise late. There has been a supper 
in his private rooms; Madame d'Aveme was there for the first 
time instead of Madame de Parabère. The other women were 
the Duchesse de Falaris, and Saleri, maid of honor to Madame. 
The men were the Marquis de Brc^lie, the Comte de Noce, 
the Marquis de Canillac, the Duc de Brancas, and the Cheva- 
lier de Simiane. As to the Marquis de Lafare and Monsieur 
de Fargy, they were detained in bed by an illness of which the 
cause is unknown. At noon there will be a councîl. The ré- 
gent will communicate to the Duc du Maine, the Prince de 
Conti, the Duc de Saint-Simon, the Duc de Guiche, etc., the 
project of the treaty of the quadruple alliance, which the 
Abbé Dubois has sent him, annonucing his retum in three or 
four days. 

" The rest of the day is given entirely to patemal occupations. 
The day before yesterday the régent married his daughter by 
La Desmarets, who was brought up by the nuns of St. Denis. 
She diues with her husband at the Palais Royal, and after 
dinner the régent takes her to the opéra, to the box of Madame 
Charlotte de Bavière. La Desmarets, who has not seen her 
daughter for six years, is told that if she wishes to see her, she 
can corne to the théâtre. The régent, in spite of his caprice for 
Madame d'Averne, still pays court to the Marquise de Sabran, 
who piques herself ou her fidelity — not to her husband, but 
to the Duc de Richelieu. To advance his affairs, the régent 
has appointed Monsieur de Sabran his maître d^hôteL" 

'^ I hope that is business well done," said the Abbe Bri- 

gaud, when the chevalier had finished reading the report 

*' Yes, my dear Abbé," replied D'Harmental ; ** but if 
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the régent does not give us greater opportunities for 
executîng our enterpnse, it will not be easy for me to 
take him to Spain." 

" Patience, patience ! " said Brigand ; " there is time for 
everything. If there had been an opportunity to-day, you 
probably would not hâve been able to profit by it" 

" No ; you are right." 

" Then you see that what God does is well done. He 
has left us this day ; ht us profit by it to move." 

Tke removal was neither a long nor a difficult busi- 
ness. D'Harmental took his treasure, some books, and 
the packet which contained his wardrobe, and drove to the 
abbë's ho use. Then he sent away his carnage, saying he 
should go into the country in the evening, and should be 
away ten or twelve days. Then having changed his 
élégant clothes for those more in keepiug with the part 
he was about to play, he went, conducted by the Abbé 
Brigaud, to take possession of his new lodging. It was a 
roora, or rather an attic, with a closet, on the fourth story 
at No. 5 Rue du Temps-Perdu. The proprietor of the 
house was an acquaintance of the Abbé Brigand ; there- 
fore, thanks to his recommendation, spécial préparation 
had been made for the accommodation of the young pro- 
vincial. He found beautifully white curtaine, very fine 
linen, and a well-furnished library ; so he saw at once 
that if not so well off as in his own apartments, he 
should be tolerably comfortable. 

Madame Denis (this was the name of the abbé's friend) 
was waiting to do the honora of the room to her future 
lodger. She pointed ont to him ail its advantages, and 
assured him that but for the hard times he would hâve 
had to pay twice the rent She said that her house was 
one of the most favorably known in that quarter, and 
promised that there would be no noise to disturb liim at 
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his work, since, the street being too narrow for two car- 
nages to pass eacli other, coachmen very rarely drove 
into it. To ail this the chevalier replied in a mauner so 
modest that on goiug down to the fiist floor, where she 
Hved^ Madame Denis particularly recommended him to 
the care of the porter and his wife. This young man, 
though in appearance he could certainly compete with 
the proudest seigneurs of the court, seemed to her far 
from having the bold and free manners which the young 
meu of the time affected. 'T is true that the Abbé Bri- 
gand, in the name of his pupil's family, had paid her a 
quarter in advance. 

A minute after, the abbé went down to Madame Denis's 
room and completed her good opinion of his young pro- 
tégé by telling her that he received absolutely nobody but 
himself and an old friend of his father. The latter, in 
spite of brusque manners, which he had acquired in the 
field, was a highly respectable gentleman. D'Harmental 
had recommended this précaution for fear the appear- 
ance of the captain miglit frighten Madame Denis if she 
happeued to meet him. 

When he was alone, the chevalier, who had already 
taken the inventory of his own room, resolved to take 
that of the neighborhood. He soon convinced himself 
of the truth of what Madame Denis had said about the 
quietness of the street, for it was not more than ten or 
twelve feet wide; but this was to him an advantage, — for 
he thought that if pursued he might, by means of a plank 
passed from one wîndow to that opposite, escape to the 
other side of the street. It was therefore important to 
establish amicable relations with his opposite neighbors. 

XJnfortunately, they did not seem much disposed to 
sociability ; for not only was the window hermetically 
sealed, as the time of year demanded, but the curtains 
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behind it were so closely drawn that there was not the 
smallest opening through which he could look, 

More favored than that of Madame Denis, the house 
opposite had a fifth story, or rather a terrace. An attic 
room, just above the window so carefully closed, opened 
on this terrace. It was probably the résidence of some 
distinguished horticuiturist, — for he had succeeded, by 
means of patience and labor, in transforming this terrace 
into a garden, containing, in some twelve feet square, a 
fountain, a grotto, and an arbor. The fountain, indeed, 
was supplied with water from an upper réservoir, which 
was fed in winter by the rain, and in summer by what he 
himself poured into it ; the grotto, ornamented with shell- 
work, and surrounded by a wooden fortress, appeared fit 
only to shelter an individual of the canine race ; and the 
arbor, entirely stripped of its leaves, appeared for the time 
fit only for an immense poultry-cage. 

D'Harmental admired the active industry of the citizen 
of Paris who had made for himself a rural resort at the 
edge of bis window. He muimured the famous line of 
Virgil, " fortunatos nimium ! " and then, since the air 
was chilly, and there was nothing else to be seen but a 
monotonous séries of roofs and chimneys, he closed bis 
window, sat down in an armchair, put his feet on the 
hobs, took up a volume by the Abbé de Chaulieu, and 
began to read the verses addressed to Mademoiselle de 
Launay, which the Marquis de Pompadour had mentioned 
to him, and which had a uew interest for him now that 
he was acxjuainted with the heroine. 

The resuit of this reading was that the chevalier, while 
smiling at the octogenarian love of the good abbé, dis- 
covered that he, less fortunate, was in love with no one. 
For a short time he had thought he loved Madame 
d'Averne, and was loved by her; but on her part this 
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grand passion had not been able to withatand the offer of 
some jewels from the régent, and the vanity of pleasing 
hîm. 

Before this infidelity had occurred, the chevalier thought 
that it would hâve driven him t-o despair. It had oc- 
curred, and he had foiight, because at that time mea 
fought about everything that happened, — probably be- 
cause duelling was so strictly forbidden. Then he began 
to perceive how small a place this love had hcld in his 
heart. It is true that the events of the last three or four 
days had diverted his mind to other matters; but the 
chevalier did not conceal from himself that thèse events 
would not hâve occurred had he been really in love. A 
great despair would not hâve allowed him to seek amuse- 
ment at the hal-masqué ; and if he had not gone thither, 
not one of the events which had occurred in so rapid suc- 
cession and in. a manner so unexpected would hâve had a 
point of departure. 

The chevalier*s conclusion from this course of reflection 
was that he was incapable of a grand passion, and that he 
was to find his associâtes among those charming sinneis 
who at that epoch were so much in vogue. He got up, 
and began to walk up and down his room. While thus 
employed, he perceived that the window opposite was now 
wide open ; he stopped mechanically, drew back his cur- 
tain, and began to examine the room thus exposed. 

It was to ail appearance occupied by a woman. Near 
the window, on which a charming little Italian greyhound 
rested her délicate paws, was an embroidery frame. Oppo- 
site the window was an open harpsichord between two 
music-stands. Some crayon drawings, framed in black 
wood with a gold bead, were hung on the walls, which 
were covered with a Persian paper. Curtains of Indian 
chintz, of the same pattem as the paper, hung behind the 
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muslin curtains. Through a second window, half-open, 
lie could see the curtains of a recess which probablj con- 
tained a bed. The rest of the furniture was perfectly 
simple, but in admirable harmony, which was due evi- 
dently, not to the fortune, but to the taste of the modest 
inhabitant. 

An old woman was sweeping, dusting, and arranging 
the room, profiting by the tenant's absence to do this 
household work ; for there was no one else to be seen in 
the room, and yet it was clear it was not she who in- 
habited it. AU at once the face of the greyhound — 
whose great eyes had been wandering till then, with the 
aristocratie indiflFerence oharacteristic of that animal — 
became animated. It leaned its head over into the street, 
then with a miraculous lightness and address, jumped on 
the window-sill, and sat there pricking up its long ears 
and raising one of its paws. The chevalier understood by 
thèse signs that the tenant of the little room was approach- 
ing. He immediately opened his window ; unfortunately 
it was already too late, — the street was solitary. 

At the same moment the greyhound leaped from the 
window into the room, and ran to the door. D'Har- 
mental concluded that the young lady was mounting the 
stairs. In order to see her at his ease, he threw himself 
back and hid behind the curtain ; but the old woman 
came to the window and closed it The chevalier did not 
expect this dénouement, and was seridusly disappointed. 
There was nothing for him to do but to close his window 
also, and to go back and put his feet on the hobs. 

The aifair was not very absorbinj?, and the chevalier — 
so fond of companionship and so accustomed to those 
social trifles which enter into the life of a man of the 
world — began then to perceive how lonely he should be 
during the short time he was to remain in that retreat. 
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He Temembered that forruerly he also used to play and 
draw ; and he thought that if he had the smallest spinet 
and some crayons, he could pass the tîme patiently. He 
rang for the porter, and asked vhere he could procure 
thèse things. The porter replied that every iucrease of 
furniture musb be at his ovvn expense ] that if he wished 
for a harpsichord he must hire it ; and that as to crayons, 
he could get them at the shop at the corner of the Rue 
de Cléry. 

D*Harmental gave a double louis to the porter, telling 
him that in half an hour he wished to hâve a spinet and 
'everything necessary for drawing. The double louis was 
an argument which he had found effective more than once. 
.Keproaching himself, however, with having used it this 
itime with a carelessness which gave the lie to his apparent 
«position, he recalled the porter, and tcjld him that he ex- 
ipected for his double louis to hâve not only paper and 
crayons, but a month's hire of his instrument. 

The porter replied that since he should make the bar- 
gain as. if it were for himself, the thing was possible ; but 
ithat D'Harmental must certainly pay for the transportation. 
He consented, and half an hour afberward was in posses- 
sion of the desired objects. Such a wonderful place 
is Paris for every enchanter with a golden wand. The 
porter, when he went down, told his wife that if the new 
lodger was not more carefiil of his money, he would ruin 
his family ; and he showed her two crowns of six francs, 
which he had saved ont of the double louis. The woman 
took the two crowns from the hands of her husband, call- 
ing him a drunkard, and put them into a little bag, hidden 
under a heap of old clothes, deploring the misfortune of 
fathers and mothers who bleed themselves to death for 
such good-for-nothings. This was the funeral oration of 
the chevalier's double louis. 
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CHAPTER X. 

A BOURGEOIS OF THE RUE DU TElfPS-PERDU. 

DuRiNG this time D'Harmental was seated before the 
spinet, playing hîs best. The sbopkeeper was a man 
blessed with a fair conscience, and had sent him an in- 
strument nearly in tune ; so that the chevalier began to 
perceive that he was doing wonders, and almost believed 
he was bom with a genius for music which had awaited 
for its development the circumstances in which he was 
now placed. Doubtless there was some truth in this, for 
in the middle of a brilliant shake he saw, on the other 
side of the street, five little fingers delicately raising the 
curtain to see whence came this strange music. Unfor- 
tunately^ at the sight of those little fingers the chevalier 
forgot his playing, and tumed round quickiy on the stool, 
hoping to see a face behind the hand. 

This ill-judged manœuvre destroyed his chances. The 
mistress of the little room, surprised in the act of curi- 
osity, let the curtain fall. D'Harmental, wounded by this 
prudery, closed his window, and during the rest of tho 
day paid no attention to his neighbor. The evening he 
spent in reading, drawing, and playing. He was sur- 
prised to find that there were so many minutes in an 
hour and so many hours in a day. At ten o'clock in the 
evening he rang for the porter, to give orders for the next 
day. The porter did not respond ; he had been in bed a 
long time. Madame Denis had said truly that hers was 
a quiet house. D'Harmental then leamed that there were 
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"My dear Abbe," saîd D'Harmental, **if youT police 
were as good as those of the Prince de Cellamare, you 
would know that I am cured of love for a long time ; and 
hère is the proof. Do not think I pass my days in sigh- 
ing. I beg when you go down you will send me some- 
thing like a pâté and a dozen bottles of good wine. I 
trust to yon. I know you are a connoisseur; besides, 
«ent by you, it will seem like a guardian*s attention. 
Bought by me, it would seem like a pupiPs debauch ; 
and I bave my provincial réputation to keep up with 
Madame Denis." 

** That is true. I do not ask you what it is for; but I 
will send it to you." 

" And you are right, my dear Abbé. It is for the good 
of the cause." 

" In an hour the pâti and the wine will be hère." 

" When shall I see you again 1 " 

" To-morrow, probably." 

''Adieu, then, till to-morrow." 

" You send me away ? " 

" I am expecting somebody." 

" Still for the good cause ? " 

" Yes, I assure you. Go, and may God préserve you ! " 

" Stay, and may the devil not get hold of you ! Re- 
member that ifc was a woraan who got us turned out of 
our terrestrial paradise. Put no trust in women." 

"Amen," said the chevalier, making a parting sign 
with his hand to the Abbé Brigàud. 

Tndeed, as the abbe had observed, D'Harmental was in 
a hurry to see him go. His great love for music, which 
he had discovered only the day before, had progressed so 
rapidly that he did not wish his attention called away 
from what he had just heard. The little which that hor- 
rible window, still closed, allowed him to hear, and which 
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was more of the instrument than of the voice, showed 
that his neighbor was an excellent musician. The play- 
ing was skilful ; the voice was sweet and sustained, and 
had in its high notes and deep vibrations somethiùg which 
awoke an answer in the heart of the listener. At last^ 
after a very difficult and perfectly executed passage, D'Har- 
mental could not help clapping his hands and crying, 
" Bravo ! ** As bad luck would hâve it, this triumph, to 
which she had not been accustomed, instead of encour- 
aging the musician, frighteued her so much that voice 
and harpsichord stopped at the same instant, and silence 
immediately succeeded to the melody for which the cheva- 
lier had 80 imprudently manifested his enthusiasm. 

In exchange, he saw the door of the room above (which 
we hâve said led to the tenace) open, and a hand was 
stretched ont, evidently to ascertain what kind of weather 
it was. The answer of the weather seemed reassuring, 
for the hand was almost directly foUowed by a head cov- 
ered by a little chintz cap, tied on the forehead by a violet 
ribbon ; and the head was only a few instants in advance 
of a neck and shoulders clothed in a kind of dressing- 
gown of the same stuff as the cap. This was not quite 
enough to enable the chevalier to décide to which sex the 
iudividual, who seemed so cautions about exposure to the 
morning air, belonged. At last, a sort of sunbeam having 
slipped out between two clouds, the timid occupant of the 
terrace appeared to be encouraged to corne out altogether. 
D'Harmental tlien saw, by his black velvet knee-breeches, 
and by his colored stockings, that the personage who had 
just entered on the scène was of the masculine gender. 

It was the horticulturist of whom we spoke. The bad 
weather of the preceding days had without doubt de- 
prived him of his moming walk, and had prevented him 
from giving his garden his ordinary attention; for he 
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began to walk round in it with apparent anxiety, feanng 
that 8Qme accident had been caused by the wind or rain. 
But after a careful inspection of the fountain, the grotto, 
and the arbor, which were the three principal ornaments of 
^the garden, the excellent face of the horticulturist was 
lighted by a ray of joy, .as the terrace had been lighted by 
a ray of the sun. He perceived, not only tliat everything 
was in its place, but that the réservoir was fuU to overflow- 
ing. He thought he might indulge himself in the pleasure 
of making bis fountain play, — a prodigality which ordi- 
narily, foUowing the exaniple of Louis XIV., he allowed 
himself only on Sundays. He turned the cock, and the 
jet rose majestically to the height of four or five feet. 
The good nian was so delighted that he began to sing 
the refrain of an old pastoral song which D'Harmental 
had heard when he was a baby ; and while repeating, — 

** Let me go, 
Aiid let me play 
Beueath the hazel-tree,'* 

he lan to the window and called aloud, *' Bathilde ! 
BathUde ! " 

The chevalier understood that there was a communica- 
tion between the rooms on the fourth and fîfth stories, 
and some relation between the horticulturist and the 
musician, and thought that perhaps if he remained at the 
window she would not corne out on the terrace ; therefore 
he closed his window with a careless air, taking c^re to 
keep a little opening behind the curtain, through which 
he could see without being seen. What he had foreseen 
happened. Very soon the head of a charming young girl 
appeared at the window ; but as without doubt the 
ground, on which he who had summoned her had ven- 
tured with so much courage, was too damp, she would 
not go any farther. The little dog, not less timid than 
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its mistress, remabied near her, restîng its white paws on 
tbe window-sill, and shakîng its head in lejection of every 
iavil»tîon to go fartber than its mistress wished to go. 

A dialogue ensued between tbe good man and tbe young 
girl ; and D'Harmental was able to examine ber witb the 
leas distraction sinoe bis closed window enabled bim to 
see ber witbout beariug ber voice. Sbe appeared to bave 
arrived at tbat attractive period of life wben wonian, pass- 
ing from cbildbood to youtb, is in tbe full bloom of sen- 
timent, grâce, and beauty. He saw tbat sbe was not less 
tban sixteen nor more tban eigbteen years of âge, and 
tbat tbere existed in ber a singular mixture of two races. 
Sbe bad tbe fair bair, ricb complexion, and gracefol neck 
of an Englisb woman, witb tbe black eyes, coral lips, and 
pearly teetb of a Spaniard. As sbe applied no colohng 
matter to ber face, and at tbat time tbe use of powder on 
tbe bead was only beginning to be in fetsbion, — its use 
being as yet limited to tbe aristocracy, — ber complexion 
retained its natural bue, and notbiug tarnisbed tbe délicate 
tints of ber bair. 

Tbe cbevalier remained as in an ecstasy. Indeed, up 
to tbis time be bad seen but two classes of women, — tbe 
fat and coarse peasants of tbe Nivernais, witb tbeir great 
feet and bands, tbeir sbort petticoats, and tbeir bats 
sbaped like a buuting-born ; and tbe women of the 
Parisian aristocracy, beautiful witbout doubt, but witb a 
beauty worn by watcbing and pleasure, and by tbat re- 
versing of life wbicb makes tbem wbat flowers would be 
if tbey saw tbe sun only on rare occasions, and tbe vivi- 
fying air of tbe morning and tbe evening reacbed tbem 
only tbrougb tbe Windows of a bot-bouse. He did not 
know tbis intermediate type, if one may call it so, between 
bigb Society and tbe country people, wbicb bad ail tbe 
élégance of tbe one, and ail tbe fresb bealtb of tbe otber. 
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Thus, as we hâve said, Le remained fixed in hîs place ; 
and long after the young giri had re-entered, he kept 
bis eyes on the window where this delightful yision 
had appeared. 

The Sound of his door opening called him out of bis 
ecstasy ; it was the pâté and the wine from Abbé Brigaud 
making their solemu entry into the chevalier's garret. 
The sight of thèse provisions reminded him that at the 
présent moment he had something better to do than to 
abandon himself to contemplation, and that he had given 
Captain Eoquefinette a rendezvous with référence to an 
aÔ'air of the highest importance. He looked at his watch 
and saw that it was ten oVlock. This was, as the reader 
will remember, the appointed hour. He sent away the 
man who had brought the provisions, and said he would 
lay the cloth himself; then opening his window once 
more, he sat down to watch for the appearance of Cap- 
tain Roquefinette. 
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CHAPTER XL 

THE CONTRACT. 

Hardlt had D'Harmental taken hîs position at tlie 
window, when he perceived the worthy captain coming 
round the corner from the Rue Gros-Chenet, his head 
thrown back, his hand on his hip, and with the martial 
and decided air of a nian who, like the Greek philosopher, 
carries everything with him. His hat, that thermometer. 
by which his friends could tell the secret state of his. 
finances, and which on his fortunate days was placed as 
straight on his head as a pyramid on its base, had re- 
sumed that miraculous inclination which had so interested 
the Baron de Valef, and by reason of which one of the 
points almost touched his right shoulder, while the oppo- 
site point might forty years later hâve given Franklin, if 
Franklin had known the captain, the first idea of the 
lightning-rod. 

Having advanced about a thîrd of the street's length, 
the captain looked up, according to his directions, and saw 
the chevalier just above him. He who waited and he 
who was waited for exchanged nods ; and the captain, hav- 
ing calculated the distance at a glance, and recognized the 
door which ought to correspond with the window- above, 
stepped over the threshold of Madame Denis's quiet 
house with as much familiarity as if it had been a tavern. 
The chevalier shut the window, and drew the curtains 
with the greatest care, — eithcr in order that his pretty 

7 
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neighbor mîght not see him with the captain, or that ihe 
captain might not see lier. 

A moment later D'Harmental heard tlie sound of hîs 
visitor's steps, and the beating of his sword against the 
balusters. Having arrived at the third story, as the light 
which came from below was not reinforced by any ligbt 
from above, the captain found himself in difïiculty, not 
knowing whether to stop where he was or to niount 
higher. Then after coughirig in the most signifîcant 
manner, and finding that this call remained unnoticed, 
" Morbleu I ' said be. " Chevalier, as you probably did 
not bring me hère to break my neck, open your door or 
call ont, 80 that I may be guided either by the light of 
heaven or by the sound of your voice ; otherwise I shall be 
lost neither more nor less than was Theseus in the laby- 
rinthe' And the captain began to sing in a loud voice : 

** Fair Ariadne, I beg of you 
Help me, by lending me your clew. 
Tonton, tonton, tontaine, tonton ! " 

The chevalier ran to his door and opened it. 

" My friend,** said the captain, " the ladder up to your 
pigeon-house is infernally dark ; still, hère I am, faithful 
to the agreement, exact to the time. Ten o'clock was 
striking as I came over the Pont-Neuf.'* 

" Yes, you are a man of your word, — I see that," said 
the chevalier, oifering his hand to the captain ; ^* but corne 
in at once, — it is important that my neighbors sbould not 
notice you/' 

** In that case I am as dumb as a log," answered the 
captain; "besides," he added, pointing to the pâté and 
the bottles which covered the table, " you hâve hit upoa 
the true way of shutting my mouth.** 

The chevalier shut the door behind the captain and 
pushed the boit. 
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" Ah, ah ! mystery 1 So much the better ; I am fond 
of mystery. There is almost always something to be 
gained when people begin by saying, * Hush I ' In any 
case, yon cannot do better than address yourself to your 
servant," continued the captain, resorting again to mytho- 
logical allusions. " You see in me the grandson of Har- 
pocrates, the god of silence ; so do not be uneasy.'* 

" That is well, Captain," answered D'Harmental ; ** for 
I confess that what I hâve to say to you is of sufficient 
importance for me to claim your discrétion beforehand." 

" It is granted, Chevalier. While I was giving a lesson 
to little Eavanne, I saw, ont of a corner of my eye, that 
you were a skilful swordsman; and I love brave men. 
Then in return for a little service of trifling importance, 
you gave me a horse worth a hundred louis ; and I love 
gênerons men. Thus, since you are twice my man, why 
should I not be yours oncel" 

" Well," said the chevalier, " I see that we understand 
each other." 

"Speak, and I will listen," answered the captain, 
assuming his gravest air. 

" You will listen better seated, my dear giiest. Let ub 
go to break fast." 

" You preach like Saint Jean Bouche d'Or, Chevalier," 
said the captain, taking off his sword and placing that and 
his hat on the harpsichord; "so that," he continued, 
sitting down opposite D'Harmental, "one cannot differ 
from you in opinion. I am hère ; command the manœuvre, 
and I will exécute it." 

" Taste that wine while I eut the pâté,^* 

" That is right," said the captain ; " let us divide our 
forces and fight the enemy separately ; then let us leunite 
to exterminate what remains." 

And joining practice to theory, the captain seized the 



100 LE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL. 

first bottle by the neck, drew the cork, and haviiig poured 
out a buraper, drank it off with such ease tbat one woiild 
bave said tbat Nature bad gifted bim witb some peculiar 
faculty of déglutition. However, to do bim justice, as 
soon as be bad swallowed it, be perceived tbat tbe liquor 
whicb be bad disposed of so cavalierly merited a more 
particular attention tban be bad given it. 

" Ob ! " said be, clicking bis tongue, and putting down 
bis glass with a respect fui délibération, "wbat bave I 
done, unwortby tbat I am î I drink nectar as if it were 
trasb, and tbat at the beginning of tbe feast ! Ah ! " he 
continued, shaking bis bead, " Roquefinette, my friend, 
you are getting old. Ten years ago you would bave 
known what it was when the first drop touched your 
palate, while now you want many trials to know the 
wortb of things. To your bealtb, Chevalier î " 

And tbis time tbe captain, more circumspect, drank the 
second glass slowly, and set it down three times before he 
finisbed it, winking bis eyes in sign of satisfaction. Then 
when be had finisbed, " Tbis," be said, *' is of tbe bermi- 
tage of 1702, the year of the battle of Friedlingen. If 
your wine-merchant bas niuch like tbat, and if be will 
give crédit, let me bave bis address. I promise bim a 
good customer.** 

"Captain," answered the chevalier, slipping an enor- 
raous slice of pâté upon tbe plate of bis guest, *' my wine- 
merchant not only gives crédit, but to my friends he gives 
altogether." 

'* Oh, tbe honest man ! " cried the captain. Then after 
a minute's silence, during whicb a superficial observer 
would bave thought bim absorbed in appréciation of the 
pâté, as he bad been an instant before in that of the wine, 
he leaned bis two elbows on the table, and looking at 
D'Harmental with a sly expression between bis knife and 
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fork, " So, my dear Chevalier," said lie, " we conspire, it 
seems ; and in order to succeed, we hâve need of poor 
Captain Roquefi nette." 

'^And who told you that, Captain 1" broke in the 
chevalier, trembling in spite of himself. 

** Who told me that 1 Pardieul it is an easy riddle to 
solve. A man who gives away horses worth a hundred 
louis, who drinks wine at a pistole the bottle, and who 
lodges in a garret in the Rue du Temps-Perdu, what the 
devil do you imagine he is doing if not conspiring î " 

" Well, Captain," said D'Harmental, laughing, " I shall 
never be diacreet ; you hâve divined the truth. Does a cou- 
spiracy frighten you î " he continued, fiUing his guest*s glass. 

" Me % frighten me ! Who says that anything on earth 
can frighten Captain Roquefinette î " 

" Not I, Captain ; for at the first glance, at the first 
Word, I fixed on you as my second." 

" Ah, that is to say that if you are hung on a scaffold 
twenty feet high, I shall be hung on one ten feçt high, 
that 's ail!'* 

" Feète / Captain," said D'Harmental, refilling his glass, 
*' if one always began by seeing things in their worst 
light, one never would attempt anything." 

" Because I hâve spoken of the gallowsî" answered 
the captain. "That proves nothing. What is the gal- 
lows in the eyes of a philosopher 1 One of the thousand 
ways of parting from life, and certainly one of the least 
disagreeable. One can see that you never hâve looked 
the thiug in the face, since you hâve such an aversion to 
it. Résides, on proving our noble descent, we shall hâve 
our heads eut off, like Monsieur de Rohan. Did you see 
Monsieur de Rohan's he^d eut oiF 1 " continued the cap- 
tain, looking at D'Harmental. " He was a handsome 
young man, like you, and of about your âge. He con- 
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spired, as y ou propose doing, but the conspiracy was a 
failure. That is always possible, for any oue may be 
deceived. They built him a beautiful black scaffold; 
they allowed him to turn toward the window where his 
mistress was ; they eut the iieck of his shirt with scissors. 
But the executioner was a bungler, accustomed to haug 
and not to decapitate, so that he was obliged to strike 
three or four times to eut the head oif, and aller ail, was 
obliged to use a knife which he drew from his girdle» aud 
with which he chopped so well that he at last succeeded. 
Corne, you are a brave mun," continued the captain, see- 
ing that the chevalier had listened without frowning to 
the détails of that horrible executiou. ^^ Ënough ! I 
atn your man. Against whom are we couspiringl Let 
us see. Is it against Monsieur le Duc du Maine 1 Is it 
against Monsieur le Duc d'Orléans ? Must we break the 
lame one's other leg 1 Must we eut out the blind one's 
other eyel I am ready." 

** Nothing of ail that, Captain ; and if it pleases God, 
there will be no blood spilled." 

" What is going on, then î " 

" Hâve you ever heard of the abduction of the Duke of 
Mantua's secretary î " 

"OfMatthiolir' 

"Yes." 

" Pardieu ! I know the affair better than any one, for I 
saw them pass as they were conducting him to Pignerol. 
It was the Chevalier de Saint-Martin and Monsieur de 
Villebois who did it ; and by this token, they each had 
three thousand francs for themselves and their men." 

** That was only middling pay," said D'Harmental, 
with a disdainful air. 

" You think so, Chevalier % Nevertheless, three thou- 
sand francs is a nice little sum." 
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'^ Then for three thousaud francs you woald hâve under- 
taken it î ** 

^' I would havQ undertaken it/' auswered the captain. 

'^ But if instead of carrying off a secretary^ it had been 
proposed to you to carry off a duke î ** 

" That would liave been dearer." 

"But you would hâve undertaken it ail the samel" 

" Why not 1 I should hâve asked double, that is alL" 

** And if while giving you double pay, a man like my- 
self had said to you, ' Captain, it is not an obscure danger 
that I plunge you into ( it ia a struggle in which I am 
myself engaged, like you, and in which I ventuie my 
name, my future, and my head/ what would you hav© 
ansvvered î " 

'^ I would hâve given him my hand, as I now give it 
you. Now what is the business 1" 

The chevalier filled his own glass and that of the 
captain. 

" To the health of the regeut," said he, " and may he 
arrive without aocident at the Spanish f routier, as Mat* 
thioli arrived at Pignerol ! " 

" Ah, ah ! " said the captain, raising his glass. Then, 
after a pause, "And why notl" he continued; "the 
régent is but a man, after ali. Only we shall neither be 
hung nor decapitated ; we shall be broken on the wheeL 
To any one else I should say that a régent would be 
dearer; but to you. Chevalier, I bave only one price» 
Give me six thousand francs, and I will find a doeen 
determined men." 

"But those twelve men, — do you think that you 
may trust them î " 

*' What need for their knowing what they are doingf 
They will think they are only carrying ont a wager." 

" And I, Captain," said D'Harmental, opening a desk 
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and taking from it a bag containîng a thousand pîstoles, 
''will show you that I do not haggle with my friends. 
Hère are two thousand francs in gold. Take them on 
account if we succeed , if we fail, we will cry quits." 

" Chevalier," answered the captain, taking the bag of 
money and poising it on his hand with an indescribable 
air of satisfaction, "I will not do you the injustice of 
counting after you. When is the affaîr to bel" 

" I do not know yet, Captain ; but if you find the 
pâté to your taste, and the wine good, and if you will 
do me the pleasure of breakfasting with me every day 
as you hâve done to-day, I will keep you informed of 
everything." 

" ïhat would not do, Chevalier,** said the captain. " I 
siiould not hâve corne to you three mominga before the 
police of that cursed D'Argenson would be on our tracks. 
Luckily, he has to deal with some one as clever as him- 
self, and I am used to playing hide-and-seek with him. 
No, no, Chevalier, from now till the moment for action, 
the less we see of each other the better ; or rather, we must 
not see each other at ail. Your street is not a long one, 
and as it opens at one end on the Rue du Gros-Chenet, 
and at the other on the Rue Montmartre, I shall hâve no 
reason for coming through it. Hère," he continued, de- 
taching his shoulder-knot, 'Hake this ribbon. The day 
that you want me, tie it to a nail outside your window. 
I shall understand what that means, and will climb youp 
stairs.** 

"What, Captain!" said D'Harraental, seeing that his 
companion had risen and was fastening on his sword. " Are 
you going without fînishing the bottlel What has the 
wine, which you appeared to appreciate so much a little 
while ago, done to you, that you despise it so now 1 " 

''It is just because I appreciate it still that I tear 
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niyself away from it ; and the proof that I do not despise 
îty" said the captain, tilling his glass, ** is that I am goiug 
to say to it a last adieu. To your health, Chevalier ! you 
may boast of having good wine. Hum ! And now, n-o, 
no, that is alL I shall take to water till I see the ribbon 
flutter from your window. Try to let it be as soon as 
possible, for water is a liquid that plays the devil with 
my constitution." 

" But why do you go so soon 1 " 

*' Because I know Captain Eoquefinette. He is a good 
fellow; but when he sits down before a bottle he must 
drink, and when he has drunk he must talk ; and how- 
ever well one talks, remember that those who talk much 
always finish by making some blunder. Adieu, Cheva- 
lier. Do not forget the crimson ribbon; I go to look 
after our business." 

" Adieu, Captain," said D'Harmental ; " I am pleased to 
see that I liave no need to preach discrétion to you." 

The captain made the sign of the cross on his mouth 
with his right thumb, placed his hat straight on his head, 
raised his sword for fear of its making a noise in striking 
against the wall, and weut downstairs as silently as if 
he had feared that every step would écho in the Hôtel 
d'Argenson. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

see-saw. 

Thb chevalier remained aloue; but ia the couveisation 
which he had had with the capiain he found so much 
matter for reflectioD that it waA unnecesaary for him to 
hâve recourse either to the poetry of the Abbe de Chau- 
lieu, his harptûchord) or his crayons. Indeed, until nov 
he had been only half engaged in the hazardous enter- 
prise of which the Duchesse du Maine and the Prince de 
Cellamare had predicted to him the happy ending, and of 
which the captain, in order to try his courage, had so 
brutally exhibited to him the bloody termination that 
might ensue. As yet he had only been the end of a 
chain, and on breaking away from one side, he would 
hâve been loose. Now he had become an intermediate 
link) fastened at both ends, and attached at the same 
time to the highest and the lowest extrêmes of society. 
In a Word, from this hour he no longer belonged to him- 
self ; he was like the Alpine traveller, who, having lost his 
way, stops in the middle of an uukuown road, and meas- 
ures with his eye, for the iirst time, the mountain which 
rises above him and the gulf which yawns beneath his feet. 
Happily, the chevalier had the calm, cold, and resolute 
courage of a man in whom blood and bile, — those two 
opposite forces, — instead of neutralizing, stimulated cach 
other. He engaged in a perilous enterprise with ail the 
impetuosity of the sanguine tempérament ; and once en- 
gaged in that enterprise, he faced its péril with the quiet 
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resolution of the bilious tempérament. And therefore 
the chevalier was likely to be as dangérous in a con- 
spiracy as in a duel ; for as bis calmness enabled him in 
a duel to take advantage of the slightest error on the part 
of bis adversary, so in a couspiracy it would enable him 
to reunite, as often as they were broken, those impercep- 
tible threads on which the success of great enterprises 
dépends. Madame du Maine had good reason for saying 
to Mademoiselle de Launay that she might put out her 
lantern, and that she belle ved she had at last found a 
man. 

But this man was young, twenty-six years of âge, with 
a heart open to ail the illusions and ail the poetry of that 
early period of life. As a child he had laid down bis 
playthings at the foet of bis mother» As a young man 
he had corne to exhibit bis handsome uniform as colonel 
to the eyes of bis mistress. Indeed, in every enterprise 
of bis life some loved image had gone before him, and he 
had thrown himself înto danger with tlie certainty that 
if he sbould p«risb, there would be some one surviving 
who would mourn bis fate. 

But bis mother was dead ; the last waman by wbom be 
had believed himself loved had betrayed him ; and be felt 
that he was alone in the world, bound solely by interest 
to men to wbom be would become an obstacle as soon as 
he ceased to be an instrument, an( who, if be sbould fall, 
far from mourning bis loss, would only see in it a cause 
of satisfaction. Now, this isolated position, which ought 
to be desired by ail men in a great danger, is almost 
always (such is the egotism of our nature) a cause of pro- 
found discouragement. Such is the borror of nothingness 
in man that he believes be still survives in the sentiments 
which be bas inspired, and he in some measure consoles 
liiraself for leaving the world by thinking of the regrets 
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which will accompany his memory, and of the dévotion 
which will visit his tomb. Thus, at this crisis, the cheva- 
lier would bave given everything to be loyed, if it was 
only by a dog. 

He was plunged in the saddest of thèse reflections 
wben, passing and repassing before his window, he no- 
ticed that his neighbor's was open. He stopped suddenly 
and shook his head, as if to cast off the most sombre of 
his thoughts; then leauing his elbow on the table, 
and his head on his hand, he tried to give a différent 
direction to his thoughts by looking at exterior objects. 
But man is no more the master of his waking thoughts 
than he is of those that corne to him in sleep ; and the 
dreams that visit him, whether his eyes are open or closed, 
foUow a development that is independent of his will, and 
attach themselves, beneath his consciousness, to invisible 
threads, which, vibrating at length in an unexpected 
manner, reveal their existence. Then objects the most 
incongruous corne into relation, and thoughts the most in- 
cohérent fall into place; and one is visited by fugitive 
gleams, which if they were not instantly extinguished 
would perhaps disclose future events. One perceives then 
that there is something wonderful in him, and compre- 
hends that he is only a machine moved by invisible hands ; 
and according as he is a fatalist or a believer in Provi- 
dence, he bends beneath the unintelligent caprice of Chance, 
or bows before the mysterious will of God. 

Thus it was with D'Harmental. He had sought, by 
looking at objects foreign to his remembrances and his 
hopes, some distraction from his présent situation; and 
he found only a sequel to his thoughts. 

The young girl whom he had seen in the moming was 
seated near her window, in order to take advantage of the 
last rays of daylight ; she was working at some kind of 
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embroîdery. Behind her the harpsichord was open, and 
on a stool at her feet her greyhound slept the light sleep 
of an animal destined by nature to be the guard of man, 
waking at every noise which arose from the street, raising 
its ears, and stretching ont its élégant head over the 
window-sill ; then it lay down again, placing one of its 
little paws iipon its mistress's knees. Ail this was deli- 
ciously lighted up by the rays of the sinking sun, which 
penetrated into the room, sparkling on the steel oma- 
ments of the harpsichord and the gold beading of the 
picture-frames. The rest was in twilight. 

Then it seemed to the chevalier — perhaps becanse of 
the mood he was in when this picture caught his eye — 
that this young girl with the calm and sweet face came 
into his life like one of those personages who remain 
behind the scènes until a given moment arrives, and then 
in the second or third act make their entry to take part 
in the action, and sometimes to change the dénouement 

Since he had been of the âge when one sees angels in 
one's dreams, he had seen no one like her. She was a 
combination of beauty, candor, and simplicity, such as 
may be seen sometimes in those charming heads which 
Greuze bas copied, not from nature, but from the reflec- 
tions in the mirror of his imagination. Then forgettiug 
everything, — the humble condition in which without 
doubt she had been born, the street where he had found her, 
the modest room which she had inhabited, — seeing nothing 
in the woman except the woman herself, he attributed to 
her a heart corresponding with her face, and thought 
what would be the happiness of the man who should iBrst 
cause that heart to beat, who should be looked upon with 
love by those beautiful eyes, and who in a first kiss 
should gather from those lips, so fresh and so pure, that 
flower of the soûl, — the confession, " I love you." 
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Such are the différent aspects whîch the same objects 
borrow from the situation of him who looks at them. 
A week before, in the midst of his gayety, in bis life 
which no danger menaced, between a breakfast at the 
tavern and a stag-hunt, between a wager at tennis and 
a supper at La Fillon's, if D'Harmental bad met this 
youug girl he would doubtless bave seen in her noth- 
ing but a cbarniing grisette, whom be would bave had 
followed by bis valet de chambre^ and to whom the 
next day be would bave outrageoualy ofifered a présent 
of sorae twenty-five louis. 

But the D'Harmental of a week ago existed no more. 
In the place of the bandsome seigneur •— élégant, wild, dis- 
sipated, and certain of life — was an isolated young man, 
walking in the shade, alone, and self-reliant, without a 
star to guide him, who might suddenly feel the eartb 
open under his feet, or the beavens burst above his head. 
He had need of a support, so feeble was be ; be had need 
of love ; be bad need of poetry. It was not then wonder- 
ful that searching for a Madonna to whom to address bis 
prayers, be raised in his imagination this young and beau- 
tiful girl from the material and prosaic sphère in whicb 
be found her, and that drawing her into his own he 
placed her — not such as she was, doubtless, but such 
as he wished her to be — on the empty pedestal of bis 
past adorations. 

AU at once the young girl raised her head, and hap- 
pening to look in his direction saw the pensive figure 
of the chevalier througb the glass. It appeared évident 
to her that the young man remained there on her account, 
and that it was at her he was looking. Then a bright 
blush spread over lier face. However, she pretended she 
bad seen nothing, and bent her head once more over her 
embroidery. But a minute afterward she rose, moved 
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say, it brought D'Harmental back from imaginary to real 
life. He had forgotten this man, who made such a 
strange and complète contrast witb tbe young girl, aod 
who of course must be her father, her lover, or her hus- 
band. But in either of thèse cases, what could there be 
in common between the daughter, the wife, or tbe mis- 
tress of such a man, and the noble and aristocratie cheva- 
lier ? A woman — and it is a misfortune springing from 
her dépendent situation — rises or falls according to the 
grandeur or vulgarity of him on whose arm she leans; 
and it must be confessed that the gardener was not 
formed to maiutain poor Bathilde at the height to which 
the chevalier had raised her in bis dreams. 

Then he began to laugh at bis own folly ; and the night 
baving arrived, inasmuch as he had not been outside the 
door since the day before, he determined to take a walk 
through the town, in order to assure himself of the truth 
of the Prince de Cellamare's reports. He wrapped him- 
self in liis cloak, descended the four stories, and bent bis 
steps toward the Luxembourg, whither, according to the 
note which the Abbé Brigand had brought him in the 
morning, the régent was going that evening, without 
guards, to take supper with bis daughter. 

Arrived opposite the palace of the Luxembourg, tbe 
chevalier saw none of those signs which should announce 
that the Duc d'Orléans was at bis daughter's bouse. 
There was only one scntinel at the door, whereas, from 
the moment that the régent entered, a second was gen- 
erally placed there. Besides, he saw no carnage waiting 
in tbe court, no footmen nor outriders ; it was évident, 
then» that Monsieur le Duc d'Orléans had not yet come. 
The chevalier waited to see him pass, for as the régent 
never breakfasted, and took notbing but a cup of cboco- 
late at two o'clock in the aftemoon, be rarely supped later 
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which the porter thanked him, and assured him that be 
was perfectly welcome to come home at any tinie he liked, 
or even net to retum at ail. 

On returniiig to his room, D'Harmental saw that his 
neighbor's was lighted up ; he placed his candie behînd 
a pièce of furniture, and approached the window, so that 
as much as the muslin curtains allowed, he could see into 
lier room, while she could not see into his. 

She was seated near a table, drawing probably on a 
card which she held on her knees, for he saw her profile 
standing out black against the light behind her. Shortly 
another shadow, which the chevalier reoognized as that of 
the good man of the terrace, passed twice between the 
light and the window. At last the shade approached the 
young girl ; she offered her forehead ; the shadow imprinted 
a kiss on it, and went away with his candie in his hand. 
Directly afterwaid the Windows of the fifth story were 
lighted up. Ail thèse little circumstances spoke a lan- 
guage which it was impossible not to understand. The 
man of the terrace was not the husband of Bathilde ; he 
must be her father. 

D'Hannental, without knowing why, felt overjoyed at 
this discovery; he opened his window as softly as he 
could, and leaned on the bar, which served him as a sup- 
port, with his eyes fixed on the shadow. He fell into 
the same revery ont of which he had been startled that 
moming by the grotesque appearance of the gardener. In 
about an hour the girl rose, put down her card and cray- 
ons on the table, advanced toward the alcôve, knelt on 
a chair before the second window, and offered up her 
prayers. D'Harmental understood that her laborious task 
was finished ; but remembering the curiosity of his beau- 
tiful neighbor when he had begun to play the first time, 
he wished to see if he could delay her retiring, and he 
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mental also went to bed, bappy in the thought that there 
existed a point of sympathy between bimself and his 
neighbor. 

The next day the Abbé Brigand entered the room with hifi 
accustomed punctuality. The chevalier had already been 
up more than an hour; he had gone twenty times to his 
window, but without seeing his neighbor, although it was 
évident that she was up, even before himself ; indeed, on 
waking, he had seen that the large curtains were put up in 
their bands. Thus he wa& disposed to let out his ill- 
humor on any one. 

" Ah, pardieu / my dear Abbé," said he, as soon as the 
door was shut, " congratulate the prince for me on his 
police service ; it is admirably perfbrmed, on my honor.*' 

" What hâve you to say against it ? " asked the abbe, 
with the half-smile which was habituai to him. 

" What hâve I to say î I hâve this : that last evening, 
wishing to judge for myself of its reliability, I went and 
hid myself in the Rue Toumon ; that I remained there 
four hours, and that it was not the régent who went to his 
daughter, but Madame de Berri who went to her father.** 

" Well, we know that." 

" Ah, you know that ! " said D'Harmental. 

*• Yes, and by this token, that she left the Luxembourg 
at five minutes to eight, with Madame de Mouchy and 
Madame de Pons, and that she retumed at half-past nine, 
bringing Broglie with her, who came to take the regent's 
place at table." 

" And where was the régent ? " 

" The régent î " 

« Yes." 

" That is another story ; you shall learn. Listen, and 
do not lose a word ; then we shall see if you will say that 
the prince's police service is badly performed." 
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vfe will go to the Eue des Bons-Enfans together. The 
looalities will speak for me." 

^* Ah, ah ! " said D'Harmeutal^ '' I see ; so near the 
Palais Royal, he will go ou foot The hôtel which Ma- 
dame de Sabrau inhabits bas an entianoe fiom the Kue 
des Boiis-Ëufans. After a certain hoiir they shut the pas- 
sage from the Palais Royal which opens on the Huje des 
Bons-Enfans; and he wiU be obliged, on bis retorn, to 
follow eitlier the Cour des Fontaines, or the Rue Neuve- 
des-Bons-Ëufans, and then we shall hâve him ! Mordieu / 
Abbé, you are a great man, and if Monsieur du Maine 
does not niake you cardinal, or at least archbishop, there 
is no longer any justice." 

" I count confidently on that. Now, you undefstand, 
it is time to make ready." 

" I am ready." 

" Hâve you the means of exécution prepared ? '* 

" I bave." 

** Then you can correspond witb your men ? " 

" By a sigii." 

" And tljat sign cannot betray you î " 

" Impossible." 

** Then ail goes well, and we may bave breakfast ; for I 
was in such haste to tell you the good news that I came 
eut fasting." 

" Breakfast, my dear Abbé I you speak cof)lly ; I bave 
nothing to offer you except the remains of yesterday's 
pâté and two or three bottles of wine, which I believe 
survived the battle." 

" Hum, bum," mnrmured the abbé ; " we will do bet- 
ter than that, my dear Chevalier." 

" I am at your orders." 

*' Let us go down and breakfast with our good bostess, 
Madame Denis." 
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" You are right. I will go down and annoance yon, 
and in ten minutes you will arrive ; will you not ? " 

" In ten minutes." 

"Adieu!" 

" Au revoir ! " 

The chevalier had told only half the truth. He re- 
mained partly to dress, perhaps, but also in the hope of 
seeing bis beautiful neighbor, of whom he had dreamed 
ail the night ; but bis hope was disappointed. He bid 
himself behînd the curtains of bis window ; those of the 
young girl with the fair hair and the beautiful black eyes 
remained closed. It is true that by way of compensation 
he could perceive the horticulturist, who, opening bis 
door, passed out, with the same précaution as the day 
before, first bis hand, then bis head; but this time bis 
boldness weut no further, for there was a slight fog, 
and fog is essentially contrary to the organization of 
the Pttrisian bourgeois. Therefore our bourgeois cougbed 
twice, and then, drawing in bis head and bis arm, re- 
entered his room like a tortoise withdrawing into bis 
shell. D'Harmental saw with pleasure that he migbt 
dispense with a barometer, and that this neighbor would 
render him the same service as those excellent wooden 
monks who come out from their hermitage in fair weatber, 
and remain obstinately housed on the days when it 
rains. 

The apparition had its ordinary effect, and reacted on 
poor Bathilde. Every time that D'Harmental perceived 
the young girl, there was in her such a sweet attraction 
that he saw nothing but the woman, — - young, beautiful, 
and graceful, a musician and painter ; that is to say, the 
most pleasing and most complète créature he ever had met. 
But when, in his turn, the man of the terrace présentée! 
himself to the chevalier's gaze, — with bis common face, 
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merit by a defect at least équivalent, in the estimation of 
the chevalier, — she had a voice of surprising vulgarity. 

As to Madame Denis, she beat wrong time with 
her head, with an air of béatitude which did infinitely 
more honor to her maternai pride than to her musical 
intelligence. 

A duet succeeded to the solos. The young ladies ap- 
peared determined to give their whole répertoire, D'Har- 
mental, in his turn, sought under the table for the abbé'a 
feet, to crush at least one of them ; but he only found 
those of Madame Denis, who, taking this for a persoual 
attention, turned graciously toward him. 

" So then, Monsieur Kaoul," she said, " you corne, 
young and inexperienced, to brave ail the dangers of 
the capital?" 

" Yes," said the Abbé Brigand, taking upon himself to 
answer, for fear that D'Harraental might not be able to 
resist answering by some joke. " You see in this young 
man, Madame Denis, the son of a friend who was very 
dear to me " (the abbé put his napkin to his eyes), " and 
I hope that he will do crédit to the care I hâve bestowed 
on his éducation ; for though he may not appear so, my 
pupil is ambitions." 

" And Monsieur is right," replied Madame Denis ; " for 
with his talents and appearance, there is no saying to 
what he may attain." 

"Ah, but. Madame Denis," said the Abbé Brigand, 
" if you spoil him thus, I shall not bring him to you again. 
My dear Raoul," continued the abbé, addressiug him in 
a patemal manner, " I hope you will not believe a word 
of ail this." Then, whispering to Madame Denis, " Such 
as you see him, he might hâve remained at Sauvigny, and 
taken the first place after the squire. He bas thiee thou- 
sand francs a year in the funds." 
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o'clock in the moroing is an unreasonable time ; and if 
my pupil miiat sit up till then, he mast play in the day- 
time and draw in the eveuing." 

" What ! Monsieur Raoul draws alsoV cried Madame 
Denis, quite astonished at so much talent. 

" Draws like Mignard/' 

"Oh, my dear Abbé," said Madame Denis, clasping 
her hands, "if we could but obtain one thing." 

"Whatr'asked the abbé. 

" That he would take the portrait of our Athénaïs ! " 

The chevalier awoke suddenly from his revery, lik© a 
traveller who, asleep on the gcass, beoomes aware that a 
serpent is near, and instinctively understands that a great 
danger threatens him. 

" Abbé ! " he cried with a frightened air, and glariiig 
furiously at poor Brigaud, " Abbé, no foolishness ! " 

"Oh, what is the matter with your pupil î" asked 
Madame Denis, quite alarmed. 

Happily, at the moment when the abbé, uncertain how 
to answer Madame Denis's question, was seekiug a sub^ 
terfuge, the door opened, and the two young ladies en.- 
tered blushing; and stepping from right to left, each 
made a révérence as in a minuet. 

" Well ! " said Madame Denis, affecting an air of sever- 
ity, "what is thisi Who gave you permission to leave 
your room?" 

" Mamma," replied a voice which the chevalier recog- 
nized by its shrill tones as that of Mademoiselle Emilie, 
" we beg pardon if we hâve done wrong, and are wiUing 
to return." 

** But, Mamma," said another voice, which the chevalier 
concluded must belong to Mademoiselle Athénaïs, "we 
thought that it was agreed that we were to corne in at 
dessert." 
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glance, between the face of Athënaîs and that of Abbé 
Brîgaud, certain lines of resemblance, which, joined to a 
singular correspondence of figure, might hâve gaided a 
curious investigator to a discovery of the paternity sought, 
if such investigation were not wisely prohibited by our laws. 

Although it was scarcely eleven o'clock in the morning, 
the two sisters were dressed as if for a bail, and carried 
ail the trinkets they possessed on their necks, arms, and 
ears. 

This sight, so conformable to the idea which D'Har- 
mental had formed beforehand of the daughters" of his 
landlady, gave him a new subject for reflection. Since 
the Demoiselles Denis were so exactly what they ought to 
be, — that is to say, in such complète harmony with their 
position and éducation, — why was Bathilde, who seemed 
hardly eqiial to them in rank, as visibly distinguished as 
they were vulgar ? Whence came this immense physical 
and moral différence between giris of the same class and 
âge 1 There must be some secret underlying that, which 
the chevalier would no doubt know some day or other. 

A second pressure of the Abbé Brigaud's foot against 
that of D'Harmental made him understand that however 
just his reflectious were, he had chosen a bad moment for 
abandoning himself to them. Indeed, Madame Denis 
assumed so significant an air of dignity that D'Harmental 
saw that he had not an instant to lose if he wished to 
efface from her mind the bad impression which his dis- 
traction had caused. 

" Madame/' said he, immediately, with the most gracions 
air he could assume, " that which I already see of your 
family fills me with the most lively désire to become more 
completely acquainted with it. Is not your son at home, 
and shall I not hâve the pleasure of beiug presented to 
himl" 
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Monsieur Raoul î You are not a stranger; you are a 
lodger." And taking a knife and fork, he set to work 
in a manner to make up for lost time. 

" Pardieu / Madame," said the chevalier, ** I see with 
pleasure that I am further advanced than I thougbt I 
was. I did not know that I had the honor of beiug 
known to Monsieur Boniface." 

" It would be odd if I did not know you," said the 
lawyer's clerk, with his mouth full; "you bave my 
bedroom." 

"What, Madame Denis!" said D'Harmental, "you 
left me in ignorance that I had the honor to succeed in 
my room to the heir-apparent of your family. I am no 
longer astonished at finding my room so gayly fitted up ; 
I recognize the cares of a mother." 

" Tes, much good may it do you ; but I hâve one bit 
of advice to give you. Don't look ont of the window 
too much." 

" Why î " asked D'Harmental. 

" Why î because you bave a certain neighbor opposite 
you — " 

"Mademoiselle Bathilde," said the chevalier, carried 
away by bis first impulse. 

" Ah ! you know that already î " answered Boniface ; 
" good, good, good ! that will do ! " 

" Will you be quiet, Monsieur ! " cried Madame Denis. 

"Listen ! " answered Boniface; "one must inform one's 
lodgers when one bas prohibited things about one's bouse. 
You are not in a lawyer's office ; you do not know 
that." 

" The child is full of wit," said the Abbé Brigand, in 
that bantering tone which made it impossible to know 
whether he was serions or not. 

" But," answered Madame Denis, " what do you prétend 
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doubtlesa consigned her daughteis, " I hâve asked you 
once for ail not to talk improprieties before jour sisters." 

" Ah, yes," said Boniface, " my sisters ; do you believe 
that at their âge they cannot understand what I saUl, — 
particularly Emilie, who is twenty-three years old 1 " 

"Emilie is as innoceut as a new-bom, child," said 
Madame Denis, seating heiself between Brigand and 
D'Harmental. 

" I should ad vise you not to reckon on that. I found 
a pretty romance for Lent in our innocentas rooni. I will 
show it to you, Père Brigand ; you are hep confesser, and 
we shall see if you gave her permission to read her prayers 
from it." 

" Hold your tongue, mischief-maker ! " said the abbé ; 
" do you not see how you are grieving your mother î " 

Indeed, Madame Denis, suffocating with shanie that 
such a stigma should be attached to her daughter's répu- 
tation in the présence of a young man on whom, with a 
mother*s foresight, she had already begun to cast an eye, 
was nearly fainting. There is nothing in which men be- 
lieve less than in women's faintings, and yet there is 
nothing to which they give way more easily. Whether 
lie belle ved in it or not, D'Harmental was too polite not 
to show his hostess some attention in such circumstances. 
He advanoed toward her with his arms extended. Madame 
Denis no sooner saw this support offered to her than she 
let herself fall, and throwing her head back, fainted in the 
chevalier's anns. 

'* Abbé," said D'Harmental, while Boniface profited by 
the circumstance to fill his pockets with ail the bonbons 
left on the table, " bring a chair." 

The abbé pushed forward a chair with the nonchalance 
of a man accustomed to such incidents, and quite nncon- 
cenied as to their conséquences. 
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" As for me," said Brigaud, wbo did iiot seem to fancy 
the part of comforter, " I am expected at the Hôtel Col- 
bert, and I miist leave you." 

" Adieu, then," said Madame Denis, making a révérence, 
the dignity of which was somewhat impaired by tbe 
water trickling down ber back. 

"Adieu, Mother," said Boniface, tbrowing his arms 
round lier neck witb tbe assurance of a spoiled cbild. 
*' Hâve y ou nothing to say to Maîti-e Joulu î " 

" Adieu, you rogne," replied the poor woman, embrac- 
ing ber son, — balf smiling already, and still half angry, 
but yielding to that attraction which a mot ber caunot 
resist, — " adieu, and be steady." 

"As an image, Mother Denis, but on condition that 
you will give us a nice littlo dish of sweets for dinner." 
And the third clerk of Maître Joulu weut ont, dancing, 
to join tbe Abbé Brigaud and D'Harmental, who were 
already on the landing. 

" Well, well," said the abbé, lifting his hand quickly to 
his waistcoat pocket, " wliat are you doiug there î " 

" Don't worry, Papa Brigaud ; I am only trying to dis- 
cover whether there is not a crown in your pocket for 
your friend Boniface." 

" Hère," said the abbe, — " hère is one ; and now leave 
us alone." 

" Papa Brigaud," said Boniface, in the effusion of bis 
gratitude, "you bave the heart of a cardinal; and if the 
king makes you only an archbishop, on my bon or you 
will be cheated of half your dues. Adieu, Monsieur 
Raoul," be continued, addressing the chevalier as famil- 
iarly as if be had known him for years. "I repeat, 
be careful aboiit Mademoiselle Bathilde if you wish to 
keep your heart, and give some sweetmeats to Mirza if 
you bave any regard for your legs ; " and holding by 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE CRIMSON RIBBON. ^ 

What occupied the mind of the chevalier was neither the 
approaching dénouement of the drama in which he had 
chosen so important a part, nor the admirable prudence of 
the Abbé Brigand in placing him in a house which he 
habitually visited almost daily, so that his visits, however 
fréquent, could not excite remark. It was not the maj es- 
tic diction of Madame Denis, nor the soprano of Mademoi- 
selle Emilie, nor the contralto of Mademoiselle Athénaïs, 
nor the tricka of Monsieur Boniface. It was simply poor 
Bathilde, whom he had heard so lightly mentioned ; but 
our reader would be mistaken if he supposed that Mon- 
sieur Boniface's brutal accusation had in the least degree 
altered the sentiments of the chevalier for the young girl. 
Its first effect had iiideed been a painful impression, a 
sentiment of disgust ; but an instantes reflection showed 
him that such an alliance as that imputed to her was 
impossible. 

Chance may give a charming daughter to an undistin- 
guished father ; necessity may unité a young and élégant 
woman to an old and vulgar husband ; but a liaison, such 
as that attributed to the young girl and the bourgeois of 
the terrace, can resuit only from love or interest. Now 
between thèse two, so différent in ail respects, there could 
be no love; and as to interest, the thing was still less 
probable, for if they were not in absolute poverty, their 
situation was certainly not above mediocrity, — not that 



138 LE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL. 

her to a height of which she would not hâve dared to 
dream. 

CoDsequently, far from following the advice which 
Monsieur Boniface had so kindly given him, the first 
thing D'Harmental did on retuming to his room was to 
go to his window and inspect that of his neighbor. It 
was wide open. If a week before any one had told the 
chevalier that such a simple thing as an open window 
would hâve made his heart beat, he would hâve laughed 
at the idea. However, so it was. And after drawing 
a long breath, he settled himself in a corner, to watch 
at his ease the young girl in the opposite room, with- 
out being seen by her ; for he was afraid of frightening 
her by an attention which she could attribute only to 
curiosity. 

Very soon, however, D'Harmental perceived that the 
room was unoccupied ; for the active and industriouR 
young girl would certainly hâve passed many times before 
his eyes if she had not beeu absent. He therefore opened 
his window, and at the noise he made in doing so, he saw 
the élégant head of the greyhound, which, with her eara 
always on the watch, well worthy of the trust that her 
mistress had reposed in her in making her guardian of 
the house, was awake, and looking to see who it was 
that thus disturbed her sleep. 

Thanks to the indiscreet counter-tenor of the good man 
of the terrace, and the malice of Monsieur Bonifece, the 
chevalier already knew two tbings very important to 
know; namely, that his neighbor was called Bathilde, 
— a sweet and euphonious appellation, suitable to a 
young, beautiful, and graceful girl, — and that the grey- 
hound was called Mirza, a name which seemed to indi< 
cate a no less distinguished rank in the canine aristocracy. 
^ow, as nothing is to be disdaiued when we wish to con- 



140 LE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL. 

that in spite of her apparent indifférence, which was 
owing, no doubt, to her excellent éducation, she was not 
insensible to the surprise her neighbor had coutrived for 
her. Instead of lyiug down again on the cushion, she re- 
mained seated, yawning languidly, but wagging her tail, 
to show tbat she woul-d wake entirely afber two or three 
such little attentions as had just been paid to lier. 

D'Harmental, who was well acquainted with the habits 
of the pet dogs belonging to the pretty women of the day, 
understood the amiable intentions of Mirza, and not wish- 
iug to give her time to change her mind, threw a second 
pièce of sugar, taking care this time that it should fall at 
such a distance as to oblige her to leave her cushion to 
get it. This test would décide whether she was most 
inclined to laziness or greediness. Mirza remained an 
instant uncertain ; then greediness carried the day, and 
she went across the room to get the pièce of sugar, which 
had rolled under the harpsichord. At this moment a 
third pièce fell near the window, and Mirza, still obedient 
to the laws of attraction, proceeded from the second to the 
third, as she had proceeded from the first to the second. 
But there the liberality of the chevalier stopped ; he 
thought that he had now given enough to entitle him to 
expect some return, and he contented himself with call- 
ing Mirza in a more imperative tone than before, and 
showing her the other pièces of siigar which he held in 
his h and. 

Mirza this time, instead of looking at the chevalier 
with uneasiness or disdain, rested her paws on the 
window-sill, and began to behave as she would to an 
old acquaintance. ît was finished ; Mirza was tanied. 

The chevalier now in his turn began to treat Mirza 
with disdain, and to speak to her, in order to accustom 
her to his voice. Meanwhile, fearing a return of pride on 
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While hîs acquaintance with bis neîghbor was so little 
advanced, it was impossible tbat botb Windows should 
remain open at once. If tbe cbevalier's window was 
open, his neighbor's must be sbut; and he knew that 
wben that was closed there was not a chance of seeing 
even the tip of Mirza's nose behind the curtain ; while 
if, on the contrary, his window was closed, hers migbt 
possibly remain open, and he coiild watch her passing to 
and fro, or working, which was a great amusement for a 
poor devil condemned to absolute seclusion. Besides, ho 
had made an immense step, — he bad saluted Bathilde, 
and she had returned his sainte. They were no longer 
strangers to each other ; but in order that their acquaint- 
ance might advance, he must be careful not to be toc 
brusque. To risk speaking to her after the salute 
would hâve been risking too much; it was better to 
allow Bathilde to believe that it was ail the effect 
of chance. 

Bathilde did not believe it, but she appeared to do so. 
The resuit was that she left her window open, and seeing 
her neighbor's closed, sat down by her own with a book in 
her hand. As to Mirza, she jumped upon the stool at her 
mistress's feet, but instead of resting her head as usual on 
the knees of the young girl, she placed it on the sill of 
the window, so much was she occupied with the générons 
unknown. 

The chevalier seated himself in the middle of his room, 
took his crayons, and thanks to a corner of his curtain 
skilfully raised, he sketched the delicious picture before 
him. Unfortunately the days were short, and toward 
three o'clock the little light which the clouds and rain 
had permitted to descend to the earth began to décline, 
and Bathilde closed her window. Nevertheless, even in 
this short time the chevalier had ûnished the young girl's 
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inents constructed of iron, as was the balcony, and whicli 
reaehed to the terrace, separated the two Windows on each 
corner froro the three in the middle, — an arrangement 
quite common with houses where it w desired to inter- 
rupt exterior communications. The two façades were 
exactly similar, only as the Rue de Valois was eight or 
ten feet lower than that of the Bons-Enfans, the ground- 
floor Windows and door on that side opened on a ter- 
race, where was a little garden, which in spring was 
mied with charming fiowers. This terrace, however, did 
not communicate with the street, — the only entrance 
being, as we hâve said, in the Rue des Bons-Enfans. 

Thia was ail our conspirators could wish ; the régent, 
once entered into Madame de Sabran's house, — provided 
lie went thither on foot, as was possible, and stayed after 
eleven o'clock, as was probable, — would be caught in a 
trap, since it would be absolutely necessary for hira to 
départ by the way in which he entered ; and nothing 
would be easier than to carry out an enterprise of this kind 
in the Rue des Bons-Enfans, — one of the most deserted 
and gloomy places in the neighborhood. Moreover, as 
this street was surrounded by houses of a doubtful charac- 
ter, and frequented by very bad company, it was a hun- 
dred to one that but little attention would be given there 
to outcries, which were too fréquent in that street to 
cause alarni, and that if the police should arrive, it would 
be, according to the custom of that estimable force, long 
after their intervention çould be of any avail. 

The inspection of the ground finished, the plans laid, 
and the number of the hoase taken, D'Harmental and the 
Abbé Brigand separated, — the abbé to go to the Arsenal 
to give Madame du Maine an account of the proceedings, 
and D'Harmental to return to his attic. 

As on the preceding night, Bathilde's room was lighted. 
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Eeport of the 27th of March, 

Two in the morning. 

Tonight at ten o'clock the régent received a courier from 
London, who announces for to-morrow the arrivai of the Abbé 
Dubois. As by chance the régent was supping with Madame, 
the despatcb was given to hini in spite of the late hoor. Sonie 
minutes before, Mademoiselle de Chartres had asked permis- 
sion of her father to perform her dévotions at the Abbey of 
Chelles, and he had promised to conduct her thither ; but ou 
the receipt of this letter his détermination was changed, and 
he has ordered the council to meet at noon. 

At three o'clock the régent will pay his Majesty a visit at 
the Tuileries. He has asked for a tête-à-tête, for he is bt^in- 
ning to be impatient at the obstinacy of the Maréchal de Ville- 
roy, wbo maintains that he ought always to be présent at the 
interviews between the régent and his Majesty. Report says 
that if this obstinacy continues, it will be the worse for the 
marshal. 

At six o'clock the régent, the Chevalier de Simiane, and 
the Chevalier de Ravanne, will sup w^ith Madame de Sabran. 

" Ah, ah !" said D'Harmental ; and he read agaiii the 
last sentence, weighing every word. 

" Well, what do you think of this little paragraph % " 
asked the abbé. 

The chevalier jumped from his bed, put on his dressing- 
govvu, took from his drawer a crimson ribbon, a haramer, 
and a nail, and having opened his window (not without 
throwing a stolen glanée at that of his neighbor), he 
nailed the ribbon to the outer wall. 

" There is my answer,*' said he. 

*' What the de vil does that mean ? " 

"That meaus," said D'Harmental, "that you may go 
and tell Madame du Maine that I hope this eveniug to 
fulfil my promise to lier. And now go away, my dear 
Abbé, and do not come back for two hours, for I expect 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE RUE DES B0NS-ENFAN8. 

The evening of the same day, which was Sunday, toward 
eight o'clock, at the moment when a considérable group 
of meu and women, assembled round a street singer who 
was playing at the same time the cymbals with his knees 
and the tambourine with his hands, obstructed the en- 
trance to the Rue de Valois, a rausketeer and two soldiers 
belonging to the light-horse descended a back staircase 
of the Palais Royal, and advanced toward the Passage 
du Lycée, which, as every one knows, opeued on that 
street ; but seeing the crowd which barred the way, the 
three soldiers stopped and appeared to take counsel. The 
resuit of their délibération was doubtless that they must 
take another route, for the musketeer, taking the initia- 
tive, threaded the Cours des Fontaines, turned the corner 
of the Rue des Bons-Enfans, and walking rapidly, though 
he was extremely corpulent, arrived at No. 22, which 
opened as by enchantment at his approach, and closed 
again on him and his two companions. 

At the moment when they started on this little détour, 
a young man, dressed in a dark coat, wrapped in a cloak 
of the same color, and wearing a broad-brimmed bat 
puUed down over his eyes, left the group which sur- 
rounded the singer, singing himself, to the tune of 
**Les Pendus," "Vingt-quatre, vingt-quatre, vingt-quatre," 
and advancing rapidly toward the Passage du Lycée, ar- 
rived at the further end in time to see the three illustrious 
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" Be easy, Colonel. Thèse fellows hear half a voice, 
and understand half a word." 

Indeed, as soon as the nian in the cloak had left the 
group, a straiige fluctuation which he had not foreseen 
began to take place in the crowd, which appeared to be 
composed only of passers-by, so that the song was not 
finished, nor the collection taken. The crowd dispersée!. 
A considérable number of men left the circle singly, or 
two and two, turning toward one another with an almost 
imperceptible gestnre of the hand, some by the Rue de 
Valois, some by the Cour des Fontaines, some by the 
Palais Royal itself, thus surrounding the Rue des Bons- 
Enfans, which seemed to be the centre of the rendezvous. 
In conséquence of this manœuvre, the intention of which 
it is easy to understand, there remained with the singer 
ten or twelve women, some children, and a good bourgeois, 
about forty years old, who, seeing that the collection was 
about to begin, left bis place with an air of profonnd 
contempt for ail thèse new songs, and humming an old 
pastoral which he appeared to hold far superior to the 
frivolities to which the bad taste of the time had given 
popularity. It seemed to him that several men as he 
passed them made him signs ; but as he did not belong to 
any secret society or any Masonic lodge, he went on, sing- 
ing his favorite — 

** Then let me go, 
And let me play 
Beneath the hazel-tree," 

and after foUowing the Rue St. Honore to the Barrière 
des Deux-Sergens, tumed the corner of the Rue du Coq 
and disappeared. 

Almost at the same moment the man in the cloak, who 
had been the first to leave the group, reappeared^ and 
accosting the singer, " My friend," said he, " my wife is 
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with but the two lanterns, one of which was opposite the 
chapel of St. Clair, and the otfaer at the corner of the Rue 
Baillif, at length reigned over the domain which it had 
long claimed. Another hour passed. Tliey heard the 
watchman go by in the Rue de Valois ; behind him the 
keeper of the passage came to close the door. 

" Good ! " murmured the man in the cloak ; " now we 
are sure not to be interrupted." 

" Provided," replied the coal-heaver, " the régent leaves 
before day." 

** If he were alone, we might fear his remaining, but 
Madame de Sabran will scarcely keep ail three." 

'* Hum ! she might lend her chamber to one, and let 
the other two sleep under the table." 

" Peste ! you are right, Captain ; and I had not thought 
of it. Are ail your précautions taken % " 

"AU." 

" And your men believe that it is a question of a bet ] " 

" They appear to believe it at least, and we cannot ask 
more." 

*' Then it is well understood, Captain. You and your 
men are drunk. You push me. I fall between the régent 
and him who has his arm. I separate them. You seize 
on him and gag him, and at a whistle the carriage arrives, 
while Simiane and Ravanne are held with pistols at their 
throats." 

" But," answered the coal-heaver, in a low voice, "if he 
déclares his name." 

The man in the cloak replied in a still lower tone, " In 
conspiracies there are no half-measures. If lie déclares 
himself, you must kill him." 

"Pe5<«/" said the coal-heaver; "let us try to prevent 
his declaring himself." 

There was no reply, and ail was again silent. A quar- 
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then, approaching him, " Pass on, niy fiiend," be said, 
''but paM quicklj, and âo not look back." 

The «inger did not wait to be told twice, bot made off 
m fa«t as hia little legs and bis trembling condition 
allowed, so that in a few seconds be bad disappeared at 
the corner of the Hôtel de Toulouse. 

" 'T was time/' murmured the coal-heaver ; " they are 
opening the window." 

The two men drew back as far as possible into the 
«hade, The window was opened, and one of the regent's 
corn panions appeared on the baîcony. 

" Well I " said a voice, which the coal-heaver and his 
cornpanion recognized as that of the régent, from the 
intoiior of the room. "Well, Simiane, what kind of 
weathor is itî" 

** Oh 1 " replied Simiane, " I think it snows." 

*' You think it snows î " 

" Or raina, I don*t know which," continued Simiane. 

" What I " said Ravanne, " can't you tell what is fall- 
Uv^V* and he also came out on the balcony. 

" Aftor ail," said Simiane, " I am not sure that any- 
thini^ ifl falling." 

" Ho \H dottd drunk," said the régent. 

"II" said Simiane, wounded in his pride as a toper, 
" I doad drunk ! Corne hère, Monseigneur, corne." 

Though the invitation was given in a strange manner, 
the rogent joined his companions, laughing. By his gait 
it was easy to see that he himself was raore than warmed. 

" Ah, doad drunk 1 " replied Simiane, holding out bis 
hand to the prince. " Well, I bet you a hundred louis 
that, régent of France as you are, you will not do what 
I do." 

" You liear, Monseigneur," said a female voice from the 
room ; ^^ it is a challenge." 
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** But I hope yod, at least, will remaiii, Earanne I " 
said the marcbiouess. 

^^ LoDg enoogh to elaim joxu stakes/' said the yoaiig 
man, kissing the beautifal fresh cheeks of Madame de 
Sabran. ** Now, adieu/' he contînaed, " I am Mon- 
Beigneur's page; jou undeistand fhat I mnst follow him." 
And liavanne in his tnm started eagerly on the periloas 
ascent already undertaken by his companions. 

The coal-heaver and the man in the cloak nttered an 
exclamation of astonishnient, which was lepeated along 
the street as if every door had an écho. 

''Ah, what is thaf?" said Simiane^ who had arrived. 
first on the terrace. 

" Do you see, double drunkard ? " said the régent, seiz- 
ing the railing of the terrace, " it is the watch, aud you 
will get us taken to the guard-house ; but I promise you 
I will leave you there." 

At thèse words those who were in the street were 
silent, hoping that the duke and his companions would 
push the joke no further, but would corne dowu and go 
out by the ordinary road. 

" Ah, hère I am !" said the régent, landing on the ter- 
race j " hâve you had enough, Simiane î " 

" No, Monseigneur," replied Simiane ; and bending 
down to Ravaune, *' that is not the watch," he continued ; 
"not a musket, — not a jerkin." 

" What is the matter î " asked the régent. 

** Nothing," replied Simiane, making a sign to Eavanne, 
"except that I continue my ascent, and invite you to 
follow me." 

And at thèse words, holding out his hand to the ré- 
gent, he began to scale the roof, drawing him after him. 
Kavanne brought up the rear. 

At this sight, as there was no longer any doubt of their 
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"Well, Colonel 1" said Roquefinette, looking D'Har- 
m entai foll in the face. 

"Well, Captain," replied the chevalier; "I hâve a 
great mind to ask one thing of you," 

" What is that ?" asked Roqueûnette. 

" To folio w me into some by-lane, and blow niy brains 
ont with your pistol, that this misérable head of mine 
may be battered beyond possibility of récognition." 

"Whysol" 

" Why ] Because in such matters, when one fails, one 
is but a fool. What am I to say now to Madame du 
Maine?" 

" What I " cried Roquefinette, « is it about that little 
hop-o'-my-thumb that you are bothering yourself ? Par- 
dieu! you are frantically susceptible, Colonel. Why 
the devil does not her lame husband attend to his own 
afîkirsî I should hâve liked to see her, — your haughty 
prude, with her two cardinals and her three or four 
marquises, who are bursting with fear at this moment in 
a corner of Jhe Arsenal, while we remain masters of the 
lield of battle, — I should hâve liked to see if they would 
climb walls like lizards. Stay, Colonel, listen to an old 
fox. To be a good conspirator, you must hâve first, what 
you hâve, — courage ; but you must also hâve what you 
hâve not, — patience. Morbleu / if I had such an aflfair 
in my hands, I would answer for it that I would bring it 
to a good end ; and if you liko to make it over to me, we 
will talk of that." 

**But in my place," asked the colonel, "what would 
you say to Madame du Maine?" 

" Oh, I should say, * My Princess, the régent must 
hâve been warned by his police, for he did not leave aa 
we expected, and we saw none but his rov^ companions, 
who cheated us of our prey.' Then the Prince de Cella- 
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EufanSy uow as quiet as it had been noisy ten minutes 
before ; and at the corner of the Rue Biiillif he found the 
carnage, whicli, according to his orders, had not moved, 
and was waiting with the door open, the lackey at the 
step, and the coachman on his box. 

" To the Arsenal ! " said the chevalier. 

" It is useless," said a voice which made D'Harmental 
start. " I know ail that has happened, for I was there ; 
and I will inform those who ought to know, Your visit 
at this hour would be dangerous for ail," 

"Ah, it is you, Abbé," said D'Harmental, trying to 
Tecognize Brigaud in the livery in which he was disguised. 
" Very good ! you will render me a real service in taking 
the news instead of me, for on my honor I don't know 
what to say." 

"Well, I shall say," said Brigaud, "that j'ou are a 
brave and loyal gentleman, and that if there were ten 
like you in France, ail would soon be finished. But we 
are not hère to pay compliments ; get in quickly. Where 
shall I take youî" 

" It is useless," said D'Harmental ; " I will go ou foot" 

" Get in. It is safer." 

D'Harmental complied, and Brigaud, dressed as he wajs, 
like a footman, unceremoniously took a seat by his side. 

"To the corner of the Rue du Gros-Chenet and the 
Rue de Cléry," said the abbé. 

The coachman, impatient at having waited so long, 
obeyed at once. At the place indicated the carriage 
stopped ; the chevalier got out, and soon disappeared 
round the corner 6f the Rue du Temps-Perdu. As to the 
carriage, it rolled on noiselessly toward the Boulevards, 
like a fairy car which does not touch the earth. 
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Our bourgeois was a little man of five feet one iDch, 
short and fat, with a tendency to become obèse as he 
advanced in âge, and with one of those placid faces where 
ail — hair, eyebrows, eyes, and skin, — seem of the same 
color ; in fact, one of those faces of which, at ten paces, 
one does not distinguish a feature. The most euthusiastic 
physiognomist, if he had soiight to read on this couiite- 
nance some high and curious destiny, would hâve been 
stopped in his examination as soon as he mouuted from 
his great bine eyes to his depressed forehead, or descended 
from his half-open mouth to the fold of his double cbin. 
Then he would hâve understood that he had under ob- 
servation one of those heads to which ail fermentation is 
unknown, whose freshness is respected by the passions, 
good or bad, and who tum nothing in the empty corners 
of their brain but the refrain of some old nursery song. 
Let us add that Providence, who does nothing by halves, 
had signed the original, of which we hâve just offered a 
copy to our readers, by the characteristic name of Jean 
Buvat. It is true that those who were able to appreciate 
the profound nuUity of spirit and excellent qualities of 
heart of this worthy man usually suppressed the name 
given him in baptism, and called him simply, ** Goodman 
Buvat." 

In his early youth the little Buvat, who had a marked 
repiignance for ail kinds of study, manifested a particular 
inclination for caligraphy. Thus he arrîved every morn- 
ing at the Collège des Oratoriens, where his mother sent 
him gratis, with his exercises and translations full of 
faults, but written with a neatness, a regularity, and a 
beauty charming to see, The little Buvat was whipped 
every day for the idleness of his mind, and received the 
writing-prize every year for the skill of his hand. At 
lifteen years of âge he passed from the " Epitome Sacrœ," 
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The good Oratorians were not deceived as to the true 
vocation of youiig Buvat. Caligraphy was with him au 
art almost equal to that of drawing. At the end of six 
months, like the ape in the " Arabian Nights," he wrote 
six kinds of writing, and imitated men's faces, trees, and 
animais. At the end of a year he had made such progress 
that he thought he might now give ont his prospectus. 
He worked at it for three months, day and night, and 
almost lost his sight over it. At the end of that time Le 
had accomplished a masterpiece. 

It was not a simple writing, but a real picture, repre- 
senting the création of the workl, and divided somewhat 
like " The Transfiguration " of Raphaël. In the upper 
part, devoted to Eden, was the Eternal Father drawing 
Eve from the side of the sleeping Adam, and smxouuded 
by those animais which the nobility of their nature briugs 
near to man, such as the lion, the horse, and the dog. At 
the bottom was the sea, in the depths of which were to be 
seen swimming the most fantastic lishes, and which bore 
on its surface a siiperb three-decked vessel. On the two 
sides, trees fuU of birds put the heavens, which they 
touched with their topmost branches, in communication 
with the earth, which they grasped with their roots ; and 
in the space left in the middle of ail this, in a perfectly 
horizontal Une, and reproduced in six différent writiugs, 
was the adverb impitoyablement 

This time the artist had not misdirected his efforts ; the 
picture produced the effect which he expected. A week 
afterward young Buvat had live maie and two female 
scholars. His réputation increased ; and Madame Buvat, 
after some years passed in greater ease than she had 
known oven in her husband's lifetime, had the satisfac- 
tion of dying perfectly secure about her son's future. 

As to him, after having sufficiently mourned his mother, 
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scabbard, was one of tbe firat to aDswer tbîs appeaL Du 
Rocher folio wed hirn witb ail tbe rest of bis military 
housebold. 

The great day of Nerwinden arrived. Tbe Duc de 
Chartres had, as usual, tbe command of tbe guards ; as 
uaual, he cbarged at their bead, and so furiously tbat ûve 
times be .found bimself almost alone in tbe midst of tbe 
enemy. On tbe fifth of thèse occasions he found biinself 
supported by but one person, — a young man whom he 
scarcely knew. In tbe rapid glanée which be cast on him 
he sa vr tbat this young man was one on whoni he could 
dépend ; and therefore, instead of yielding, as a brigadier 
of tbe eneray's army wbo had recognized him proposed to 
him, he blew ont tbe brigadiet's brains witb bis pistol. 
At the same instant two shots were fired, one of which 
took ofif the prince*s bat, and the other turned from the 
handle of bis sword. Scarcely had thèse two shots been 
fired when those wbo had discharged them fell simulta- 
neously, thrown down by the prince*s compauion, — one 
by a sabre-stroke, tbe other by a bullet. A gênerai dis- 
charge of musketry was aimed at thèse two men, wbo, hap- 
pily, or rather miraculously, were not hit. Tbe prince's 
horse, bowever, mortally wounded in the head, fell under 
him. The young man wbo was witb him jumped from 
bis, and offered it to him, 

The prince hesitated to accept this service, which might 
cost him wbo rendered it so dear ; but tbe young man, 
wbo was tall and powerful, thinking tbat this was not 
a moment to exchange politenesses, took the prince in his 
arms and forced him into the saddle. At this moment, 
Monsieur d'Arcy, wbo arrived witb a detachment of light- 
horse, came up witb him just as, in spite of their courage, 
tbe prince and his companion were about to be killed or 
taken. Both were without wound, although the prince 
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It was, tLeD, thU young couple who occapied ihe first 
fioor of the house of wliich Buvat had the attic Ther 
had tiret a son, whose caligraphic éducation was conûiled 
to Buvat frotn the âge of four years. The young pupil 
waâ making the most satisfactory progres8 vhen lie waa 
carried ofif by the measles. The despair of tlie pareuts 
was great; Buvat ahared it^ the more sincerely because 
hi» pupil had exhibited a most docile disposition. TLis 
Bympathy for their grief ou the part of a stianger 
attached them to him ; and one day, when tlie good nian 
wag complainiug of the precarious future of artists, Albert 
du Hocher promised to use his influence to procure him 
a place in the government library. Buvat jumped witU 
juy at tlie idea of becoming a public functionary. That 
very day bis application was forwarded, in his best chi- 
rography, and a mouth later he received an appointmeut 
as employée in the royal library, in the mauuscript depart- 
meut, with a salary of nine huudred francs a year. 

Froin thid day Buvat, in the pride natural to his new 
position, neglected his scliolars, and gave himself np en- 
tirely to the préparation of forms. Nine hundred francs» 
secured to the end of his life, was really a fortune, and 
the worthy writer, thanks to the royal munificence, begau 
to lead a life of ease and comfort. He promised his good 
tieighbors that if they had a second child no one but 
himself should teach him to write; and the poor par- 
ents wished much to give this increase of occupation to 
the worthy writer. God granted their wish. Toward 
the end of the year 1702 Clarice was delivered of a 
daughter. 

Great was the joy through the whole house. Buvat 
did not feel at ail at his ease ; he mn up and down stairs, 
beating his thighs with his hauds, and singing below his 
breath the refrain of his favorite song, — 
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The 5th of March arrived ; it was the day fixed for the 
departure. In spite of lier grief, Clarice had busied her- 
self with her husband's outfit, and had tried to make it 
worthy of the prince whom he accouipanied ; and there- 
fore in the inidst of her tears a ray of proud joy sboue 
on her face when she saw Albert, in bis élégant uniform, 
upon his noble war-horse. As to Albert, he was fiill of 
hope and pride. The poor wife smiled sadly at his dreams 
of the future ; but in order not to dispirit him at this last 
moment, she shut up her grief in her own heart, and sub- 
duing the fears which she had for him, and perhaps also 
ut her fears which she felt on her own account she was the 
first to say to him, " Think not of me, but of your honor." 

The Duc d'Orléans and his army entered Catalonia in 
the first day s of April, and advanced directly, by forced 
marches, across Arragon. On arriving at Segorbe, the 
duke learned that the Maréchal de Berwick held hîmself 
in readiness for a décisive battle. In his eagerness to 
arrive in time to take part in the action, he sent Albert 
on at full speod, charging him to tell the marsbal that 
the Duc d'Orléans was coming to his aid with ten thou- 
sand men, and to pray that if it did not interfère with 
his arrangements, he would wait for him before joining 
battle. 

Albert started on his mission ; but bewildered in the 
mountains, and misled by ignorant guides, he was oniy a 
day before the army, and arrived at the marshaPs camp 
at the very moment when the engagement was about to 
begin. Albert asked where the marshal was ; they showed 
his position, on the left of the army, on a little hill, from 
which he overlooked the whole plain. The Duc de Ber- 
wick was there, surrounded by his stafF; Albert put his 
horse to the gallop, and made straight toward him. 

The messenger introduced himself to the marshal and 
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He regrette»! Albert as one regrets a gallant man; but 
after ail, he Imd died the death of the brave, in the 
midst of victory, and on the colora he himself had taken. 
What more could be desired by a Frenchman, a soldier, 
and a gentleman] 

The duke wrote with bis own hand to the poor widow. 
If anything could console a wife for the death of her 
husband, doubtless it would be such a letter; but poor 
Clarice thought of but two thinga, — that she had no 
longer a husband, and that her child had no longer a 
father. At four o'clock Buvat came in from the library ; 
they told him that Clarice wanted him, and he went 
down directly. The poor woman did not cry, she did 
not complain ; she stood tearless and speechless, her eyes 
fixed and hollow as those of a maniac. When Buvat 
entered, she did not even turn her head toward him, but 
holding out her hand, she presented to him the letter. 
Buvat looked, with an air of bewilderment, to the right 
and to the left, trying to discover what was the matter, 
but seeing nothing to direct bis conjectures, he looked 
at the paper and read aloud : — 

Madame, — Your husband haa died for France and for me. 
Neither France nor I eau give you back your husband, but 
remember that if ever you are in want of anything we are 
both your debtors. Your aflfectionate 

Philippe d'Orléans. 

" What ! " cried Buvat, fixing bis great eyes on Clarice, 
" Monsieur du Rocher 1 It is not possible ! " 

" Papa is dead î " said little Bathilde, leaving the corner, 
where she was playing with her doU, and running to her 
mother. " Mamma, is it true that Papa is deadî" 

" Alas ! yes, my dear child I "cried Clarice, finding at 
once words and tears. " Oh, yes, it is true ; it is but too 
true I Oh, how unhappy we are ! " 
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ing ou the second floor for two little rooms on the thîrd. 
The poor widow had no other fortune than her husband'â 
savings. The little dowry which the duke had giveu her 
had disappeared in the purchase of furniture and her hus- 
band's outfit. As the new lodging which she took was 
iniich smaller than the other, no one was astonished that 
Clarice sold part of her furniture. 

The return of the Duc d'Orléans was expected in the 
autumn, and Clarice counted on this to ameliorate her 
situation ; but contrary to ail the stratégie customs of 
that period, the army, instead of going into winter qnar- 
ters, continued the campaign, and news arrived that in- 
stead of returning, the duke was about to lay siège to 
Lerida. Now, in 1647, the great Condé himself had 
failed before Lerida ; and the new siège, even supposing 
that it ever came to a successful issue, threatened to be 
wofully prolonged. 

Clarice risked some new advances. This time they had 
forgotten even her husband's name. She again had re- 
course to the prince's letter, which had its ordinary effect ; 
but they told her that after the siège of Lerida the duke 
could not fail to return, and the poor widow was again. 
obliged to wait. 

She left her two rooms for a little attic opposite that of 
Buvat, and she sold the rest of her furniture, keeping only 
a table, some chairs, Bathilde's little cot, and a bed for 
herself. 

Buvat had seen, without taking much notice, thèse 
fréquent removals ; and although he was not very sharp, 
it was not difficult for him to understand bis neighbor's 
situation. Buvat, who was a careful man, had some sav- 
ings which he earnestly wished to put at bis neighbor's 
disposai ; but Clarice's pride increased with her poverty, 
and poor Buvat had never yet dared to make the offer. 
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The position of Clarice was frightfuL She did not de- 
ceive herself as to her illness. She felt that it was mor- 
tal ; and she had no one in the world to whom she could 
commit her child. ïhe poor womau feared death, not on 
her own account, but on her daughter's, who would not 
hâve even the stone of her mother's tomb to rest her head 
on ; for the unfortunate hâve no tomb. Her husband 
had only distant relatives, from whom she could not and 
would not solicit aid. As to her own family, she — born 
in France, where her mother died — had not even kuown 
them ; besides, she understôod that if there were any hope 
from that quarter, there was no longer the time to seek it. 
Death was approaching. 

One night Buvat, who the evening before had left 
Clarice devoured by fever, lieard her groaning so heavily 
that he jumped from his bed and dressed himself to go 
and offer her help ; but on arriving at the door, he did not 
dare to enter or to knock. Clarice was sobbing and pray- 
ing aloud. At this moment Bathilde woke and called her 
mother. Clarice drove back her tears, took her child 
from the cradle, and placing her on her knees on her 
own bed, made her repeat what prayers she knew, and 
after each of them Buvat heard her cry in a sad 
voice, — 

" Oh, my God ! my God ! listen to my poor child ! " 

There was in this nocturnal scène — the child scarcely 
out of the cradle, and the mother halfway to the grave, 
both in the silence of night addressing the Lord as their 
only support — aomething so deeply sad that good Buvat 
fell on his knees, and inwardly swore, what he had not 
dared to promise openly, that though Bathilde might be 
an orphan, yet she should not be abandoned. God had 
heard the prayers which had ascended to Him, and He 
had granted them. 
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toning the prayers for tlie dying, and in a corner of tbe 
room the little Bathilde — whun) they hatl separated from 
her mother, that the attention of the patient might not be 
distracted during her last act of religion — was seated 
on the ground, not daring to cry, frightened at seeing so 
raany pereons whom she did not know, and hearing so 
luiich that she did not understand. 

As soon as she saw Bnvat, the child ran to him as the 
only person she knew in tiiis grave assembly. Buvat 
took her in his arms, and knelt with her near the bed of 
the dying woman. At this moment Clarice lowered her 
eyes from the heavens toward the earth. Withoot doubt 
she had been addressing to God her constant prayer that 
be would send a protector to her daughter. She saw 
Bathilde in the arms of the only friend she had in the 
world. With the penetrating glance of the dying she 
read this pure and devoted heart, and in that moment 
understood ail that he had not dared to tell her. She 
sat np in bed and held ont her hand to him, nttering 
a cry of gratitude and joy, such as the angels onl}'^ can 
understand ; and as if she had exhausted her remaining 
strength in this maternai outburat, she sank back faint- 
ing on the bed. 

The religious ceremony was finish'ed. The priests re- 
tired first, then the devotees foUowed; the indiffèrent 
and curious were the last to leave. Among thèse were 
several women. Buvat asked if there was none among 
them who knew a good sick-nurse. One of them presented 
herself directly, and declared, in the midst of a chorus 
of her companions, that she had ail the necessary virtues 
for this honorable situation, but that on account of thèse 
good qualities, she was accustomed to be paid a week in 
advance, as she was much sought after in the neighbor- 
hood. Buvat asked what her charge was for a week. 
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she had just brought from the apothecary's. Buvat coiilil 
Dot endure this spectacle; he recommended the motber 
and child to the care of the nurse, and lefb. 

The next day Clarice was still worse ; for thougfa her 
eyes were open, she did not seem to recognize any one 
but her daughter, who was lying near her on the bed, 
and whose little liand she held. On her part, the child, 
as if she felt that this was the last maternai embrace, 
remaîned quiet and silent. On seeîng her kind friend, 
she said only, "Mamma sleeps." 

It appeared to Buvat that Clarice moved, as if she heard 
and recognized her child's voice, l?ut it might bave been 
only a nervous ti'embling. He asked the nurse if the sick 
woman had wanted anything. She shook her head, say- 
ing, "What would be the use? It would be inoney 
thrown away. Thèse apothecaries niake quite enough 
already.'* 

Buvat would bave liked to stay with Clarice, for he saw 
that she had not long to live ; but he never would bave 
thought of absenting himself for a day from business un- 
less he were dying himself. He therefore went as usual 
to the library, but was so sad and melancholy that the 
king did not gain much by bis présence. His fellow- 
clerks remarked with astonishment that that day Buvat 
did not wait, at four o'clock, till the clock had finished 
striking to take off the false blue sleeves which he wore 
to protect his coat ; but that at the first stroke of the 
clock he got up, took his bat, and went out. The supor- 
nuraerary, who had already asked for his place, watched 
him as he went ; then, when he had closed the door, 
" Well," said he, loud enough to be heard by tho chief, 
" theie is one who takes it easy ! '* 

Buvat's presentiments were confirmed. On arriving at 
the bouse, he asked the portress how Clarice was. 
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" Ah, God be thanked ! " she replied; " the poor woman 
is happy. She suffers no more." 

"She is dead ! " cried Buvat, with the shudder always 
produced by this terrible word. 

" About three quarters of an hour ago," she replied 5 
and she went on darning her stocking, and singing a 
merry song which she had interrupted to reply to Buvat. 

Buvat ascended the steps of the staircase one by one, 
stopping frequently to wipe his forehead ; then, on arriv- 
iug on the landing where his room and that of Clarice 
were located, he was obliged to leau his head against the 
wall, for he felt his legs giving way. He stood silent and 
hesitating, when he thought he heard Bathilde's voice 
crying. He remembered the poor child, and this gave 
him courage. At the door, however, he stopped again; 
then he heard the groans of the little giri more distinctly. 

" Mamma," cried the child, in a little voice broken by 
sobs, "will you not wake? Mamma, why are you so 
coldî" Then, running to the door, and striking with 
her hand, " Come, my kind friend, corne ! '* said she ; " I 
am alone, and I am afraid." 

Buvat was astonished that they had not removed the 
child from her mother's room. The profound pity which 
the poor little créature inspired made him forget the pain- 
fui feeling which had stopped him for a moment^ and he 
raised his hand to open the door. The door was locked. 
At this moment he heard the portress calling him. He 
ran to the stairs, and asked her where the key was. 

** Ah," she replied, "how stupid I am 1 I forgot to give 
it to you as you passed." 

Buvat ran down as quickly as he could. " And why 
is the key hereî" he asked. 

" The landlord placed it hère after he had taken away 
the furniture." 
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" What I taken away the furnituie ? " cried Buvat 

"Of course he bas taken away the famiture. Your 
neighboT was not rich, Monsieur Buvat, and no doubt she 
owes monej on ail sîdes. Ah ! the landlord w'ûï not 
stand tricks. The rent must be paid fixst ; that is but 
fair. Besides, she does not want furnituie any more, 
poor dear I " 

*' But the nurse, where is she 1 " 

'^ When she saw that her patient was dead, she went 
away; her business was finbhed. But she will come 
back to shroud her, for a crown, if you like. It is gen- 
erally the portress who does tbis ; but I cannot, — I am 
too sensitive." 

Buvat understood, shuddering, ail that had occurred. 
He went up as rapidly now as he had gone slowly before. 
His hand shook so that he could scarcely find the lock ; 
but at length the key turned, and the door opened. 
Clarice was ext-ended on the floor on the mattress ont 
of her bed, in the middle of the dismantled room. An 
old sheet was thrown over her, and was intended to cover 
her entirely, but Utile Bathilde had moved it to seek for 
her mother's &ce, which she was kissing when he eutered. 

" Ah, my friend," she cried, " wake my mamma, who 
sleeps still. Wake her, I beg ! ** And the child ran to 
Buvat, who, standing at the entrance to the room, was 
looking at tliis pitiable spectacle. 

Buvat took Bathilde back to the corpse. " Kiss yonr 
mother once, for the last time, my poor child," said 
he. 

The child obeyed. 

"And now," said he, "let her sleep. One day God 
will wake her ; " and he took the child in his arms and 
carried her away. The child raade no résistance. She 
seemed to understand her weakness and her isolation. 
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He put her in his own bed, for they Lad carried away 
even the child's cot ; and when she was asleep, he went 
out to give information of the death to the commissary 
of the quarter, and to make arrangements for the funeraL 

When he returned, the portress gave him a paper, which 
the nurse had found in Clarice's hand. Buvat opened it 
and recognized the letter from the Duc d'Orléans. This 
was the sole inheritance which the poor mother had left 
to hei daugbter. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

BATHILDE. 

In going to make his déclaration to the commîssary of 
the quarter and his arrangements for the funeial, Buvat 
had not forgotten to look for a woman who could take 
care of little Bathilde, an office which he could iiot 
undertake himself, — firstly, hecause he was entirely 
ignorant of its duties; and secondly, because it would 
be impossible to leave the child alone duriug the six 
hours he spent daily at the library. Fortunately, he 
knew the very person he wanted, — a woman from thirty- 
five to thirty-eight yeara of âge, wlio had been in Madame 
Buvat's service duriug the last three yeara of her life, and 
whose good qualities he had duly appreciated. It was 
arranged with Nanette — for this was the good woman's 
name — that she should live in the house, do the cooking, 
take care of little Bathilde, and hâve for wages ûfty fraucs 
a year and her board. 

This new arrangement must greatly change ail Buvat's 
habits, — obliging him to hâve a housekeeper, whereas 
he had always lived as a bachelor, taking his meals at an 
eating-house. He coiUd no longer keep his attic, which 
was now too small for his needs as a family man, and 
next morning he went in search of a new lodging. He 
found one in the Rue Pagevin, as he wished to be near 
the royal library, that he might not hâve too far to walk 
in wet weather. This apartment consisted of two cham- 
bers, a cabinet, and a kitchen. He took it on the spot. 



BATHILDE. 187 

and went to buy the necessary fumiture for Bathilde and 
Nanette's rooms ; and the saine evening, after his return 
from. business, they moved to their new lodgings. 

Tlie next day, which was Sunday, Clarice was buried ; 
so that Buvat had no need to ask for a day*s leave even 
for this. 

For the first week or two, Bathilde asked constantly 
for her mamma ; but her friend Buvat had brought her 
a great many pretty playthings to console her, so that she 
soon began to ask for her less frequently ; and as she had 
been told that her niother had gone to join her father, she 
at length only asked occasionally when they would both 
corne back. 

Buvat had put Bathilde in the best chamber; he kept 
the other for himself, and put Nanette in the cabinet. 

This Nanette was a good woman, who cooked passably, 
and had remarkable skill in knitting and spinning. In 
spite of thèse divers talents, Buvat understood that he 
and Nanette would not suffice for the. éducation of a 
young girl; and that though she might write magnifi- 
cently, know her five rules, and be able to sew and spin, 
she would still know only half of what she should. 
Buvat had looked the obligation he had undertaken full 
in tlie face. His was one of those happy organizations 
which think with the heart ; and he well understood that 
though she had become his ward, Bathilde remained none 
the less the child of Albert and Clarice. He resolved, 
then, to give her an éducation conformable, not to her 
présent situation, but to the name she bore. 

In arriving at this resolution, Buvat had reasoned, very 
simply, that he owed his place to Albert, and conse- 
quently that the income of that place belonged to Ba- 
thilde. His salary of nine hundred francs he divided as 
follows : four hundred and fifty for music, drawing, and 
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dancing maeters ; four bundied and ûfty for Bathîlde's 
dowry. 

Now, supposing that Bathilde, who was four years uld, 
should marry at eighteen, the interest and the capital to- 
gether would aniount at the date of her marriage to 
something like ni ne or ten thousand francs. This was 
not much, he kuew, and was much troubled by that 
knowledge; but he pondered over it in vain, — he could 
not make it more. 

To defray the expansé of their living, lodginga, and 
clothing for Bathilde and himself, and to pay Nanette's 
wages, he would again begin to give writing lessons and 
make copies. For this purpose he got up at five o'clock 
in the morning, and went to bed at ten at night. This 
would be ail profit ; for thanks to this new arrangement, 
he would lengthen his life by two or three hours daily. 
For sorae time thèse good resolutions prospered ; neither 
lessons nor copies were wanting ; and as two years passed 
before Bathilde had fiuished the early éducation he him- 
self undertook to give her, he was able to add nine hun- 
dred francs to her little treasure. 

Wheu she was six years old Bathilde had what the 
daughters of the richest and noblest houses seldom hâve 
at that âge, — masters for music, drawing, and dancing. 
Making sacrifices for this charming child was mère pleas- 
ure. She appeared to hâve received from God one of 
those happy ' organizations whose aptitude makes us be- 
lieve in a former state of being; for they appear not so 
much to be learning a new thing as to be reraembering 
something forraerly known. As to her beauty, it amply 
fulfilled the brilliant promise of earlier daya. 

Buvat was very happy during the week when, after 
each lesson, he received the compliments of the master, 
and very proud on Sundays, when having put on his 
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salmon-colored coat, his black velvet breeches, and varie- 
gated stockings, he took Bathilde by the hand and went 
for his weekly walk. 

It was generally toward the Chemin des Porcherons 
that he directed his steps. This was a rendezvous for 
bowlers, and Buvat had formerly been a great lover of 
this game. In ceasing to be an actor, he had become a 
judge. Whenever a dispute arose, it was referred to him ; 
and his eye was so correct that he could tell at the first 
glance, and without fail, which bail was nearest the mark. 
From his judgments there was no appeal, and they were 
received with neither more nor less respect than those of 
Saint Louis at Vincennes. But it must be said to his 
crédit that his prédilection for this walk was not entirely 
egotistical ; this walk led also to the marsh of the Grange 
Batelière, whose black and gloomy waters attracted a 
great many of those dragon-flies with the gauzy wings 
and golden bodies which children delight to pursne. One 
of Bathilde'a greatest amusements was to run, with her 
green net in her hand, her beautiful fair curls floating in 
the wind, after the butterflies and dragon-flies. The 
resuit of this was that Bathilde had many accidents to 
her white frock; but provided she was amused, Buvat 
took very philosophically a spot or a tear. This was 
Nanette's affair. The good woman scolded well on their 
retum ; but Buvat closed her mouth by shrugging his 
shoulders and saying, " Bah ! one can't put bld heads on 
young shoulders." And as Nanette had a great respect 
for proverbs, which she occasiorially used heiaelfi she 
generally yielded to the force of this. 

Tt happened also sometimes, but this was only on fête- 
days, that Buvat coraplied with Bathilde's request to take 
her to Montmartre to see the windmills. Then they set 
eut earlier. Nanette carried a dînner, which they were 
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to eat on the esplanade of the abbey. They did not get 
home till eight o*clock in the evening, but from the Cross 
de Porcherons Bathilde slept in Buvat's arms. 

Things went on thus till the year 1712, at which time 
the "great king** found himself so embarrassed in his 
affaira that the only thiug left for him to do was to leave 
off paying his employées. Buvat was warned of this ad- 
ministrative measiire by the cashier, who announced. to 
him one fine morning, when he presented himself to re- 
ceive his month's pay, that there was no money. Buvat 
looked at the man with an astonished air ; it had never 
entered into his head that the king could be in want of 
money. He took no further notice of this answer, con- 
vinced that some accident only had interrupted the pay- 
ment, and went back to his office singing his favorite 

" Then let me fço, 
And let me play," etc. 

"Pardieu/^^ said the supernumerary, who afber waîting 
for seven years had at last been named employée the first 
of the preceding month, " you must be very light-hearted. 
to sing when we are no longer paid." 

" What I " cried BuVat ; " what do you mean î " 

"I mean that perhaps you hâve not gone to be 
paid." 

" Yes, I hâve just corne from there." 

" Did they pay you î " 

" No ; they said there was no money." 

" And what do you think of that î " 

"Oh, I think," said Buvat, "that they will pay the 
two months together." 

" Oh, yes, two months together I Do you hear, Ducou- 
dray î He thinks they will pay the two months together ! 
Father Buvat is a good fellow." 
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" We shall see next month," repHed the second clerk. 

" Yes," replied Buvat, to whom this remark appeared 
very just, "we shall see next month." 

" And if they do not pay you next month, nor the fol- 
lowing months, what shall you do, Father Buvat î " 

" What shall I do î " said Buvat, astonished that there 
could be a doubt as to his resolution. "Well, that is 
easy to answer; I shall corne just the same." 

"WhatI if they stop paying, you will continue to 
come 1 " 

" Monsieur," said Buvat, " for ten years the king; has 
paid me down on the nail ; surely, after that he has a 
right to ask for a ]ittle crédit if he is embarrassed." 

** Vile flatterer ! '» said the clerk. 

The month paSsed, and pay-day came again. Buvat 
presented himself with perfect confidence that they would 
pay his arrears; but to his astonishment they told hira 
that there was still no money. Buvat asked when there 
would be any. The cashier replied that he was too in- 
quisitive. Buvat profusely begged pardon and returned 
to his desk, but this time without singing. 

The same day the clerk resigned. Now, as it was diffi- 
cult to replace a clerk who resigned because he was not 
paid, and whose work must be done ail the same, the 
chief told Buvat to do the work of the departed clerk in 
addition to his own. Buvat undertook it without a mur- 
mur ; and as bis ordinary work had left him some time free, 
at the end of the month he had everything in good shape. 

They did not pay the third month any more than the 
two others : it was a case of downright bankruptcy. But 
as we hâve seen, Buvat ne ver haggled about his duties. 
What he had promised on the first impulse he did on 
reflection ; but he was forced to attack his treasure, which 
consisted of two years' pay. 
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Meanwhile BathOde grew. She was now a young girl 
tbirteen or fonrteen years old, whoae beaaty became every 
day more remarkable, and wbo b^an to nnderstand ail 
the diffîcnlties of her position. For souie tirae tbe walks 
to the Porcherons and tbe expéditions to Montmartre 
had been given np nnder pretext tbat she preferred re- 
maining at home to draw or play on the harpsi- 
chord. 

BuTat did not nnderstand thèse aedentary tastes which 
Batbilde had acqiiired so suddenly. And as, after having 
tried two or three times to go ont withont her, he foniid 
that it was not the walk itself he cared for, he resolved, as 
he must bave air upon a Sunday, to look for a lodgîng 
\rith a garden. But lodgings with gardens were too high- 
priced for one in poor Buvat's finandal condition; and 
therefore, having seen in bis travels the rooms to let in 
the Bne dn Temps-Perdu, he had at once conceived the 
brîght idea of taking a terrace instead of a garden ; he 
had even reflected that the air of the terrace wonld be 
especially salubrions. He retnmed home to inform Ba> 
thilde of bis project, and said to her that the only incou- 
yenience he conld discover in the proposed arrangement 
was that their rooms mnst be separated, and that she 
wonld be obliged to sleep on the fonrth floor with Na- 
nette, and he on the iifth. But what Buvat regarded as 
an inconvenience seemed to Batbilde, on the contrary, 
an advantage. For sume tîme she had felt, with the in- 
stinct of modesty natnral to woman, that it was not proper 
that her room should be separated only by a door from 
tbat of a raan still young, and wbo was neither her father 
nor her husband. She therefore assnred Buvat that from 
bis description she was qnite certain that the rooms wonld 
snit them admirably, and advised hîm to secnre them at 
once. Buvat was delighted ; the same day he gave notice 
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of his intention to give up his old lodgings, and at the 
half-term he raoved. 

Bathilde was right ; for since her black mantle revealed 
the outline of beautiful shoulders, since her mittens showed 
the prettiest fingers in the world, since of the Bathilde of 
former times there was nothing left but her childish feet, 
every one was taking notice that Buvat was young, that 
the tutor and the pupil were living under the same roof. 
In fact, the gossips who, when Bathilde was six years old, 
woi-shipped Buvat's footsteps, began to cry out about his 
criminality, now that she was fifteen. Poor Buvat ! If 
ever écho was innocent and pure, it was that of the room 
which adjoined Bathilde's, and which for ten years had 
sheltered his good round head, into which a bad thought 
had never entered, even in dreams. 

But on aiTiving at the Rue du Temps-Perdu, it was still 
worse. In the Rue Pagevin, where his admirable conduct 
to the child was known, this remembrance had in some 
degree protected him against calumny ; but already so 
much time had passed since those kindly deeds had 
been performed that even in the Rue Pagevin they were 
nearly forgotten. It was, then, very natural that the 
rumors which had begun to spread should follow them 
to their new abode, where they were altogether unknown, 
and where their inscribing themselves under two différent 
names precluded any idea of very near relationship. Some 
supposed that they saw in Bathilde the resuit of an old 
passion which the Church had forgotten to consecrate ; 
but this idea fell at the first examinatioji. Bathilde was 
tall and slender, Buvat short and fat ; Bathilde had bril- 
liant black eyes, Buvat's were blue and expressionless ; 
Bathilde's face was white and smooth, Buvat's was bright 
red. In short, Bathilde's whole person breathed élégance 
and distinction, while poor Buvat was the type of vulgar 

13 
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good-nature. The result of this was that the women be- 
gan to look at Bathilde with contempt, and that men 
called Buvat a lucky fellow. 

It must be said, in justice to Madame Denis, that she 
was one of the last to believe in thèse rumors. We will 
show presently on what occasion she began to crédit them. 

The prévisions of the clerk who resigned were realized. 
For eighteen nionths Buvat had not touched a sou of his 
:pay, and yet he had not relaxed for a moment in his 
punctuality. Moreover, he was haunted with a fear that 
the ministry would turn away a third of the clerks for the 
sake of economy. Buvat would hâve looked on the loss 
of his place as a great raisfortune, although it occupied 
him six hours a day which he mîght hâve employed in 
a lucrative manner. And therefore his zeal increased in 
proportion as his hope of payment diminished. The 
resuit was that his employers took care not to dismiss 
a raan who worked the better the less they paid him. 

His complète ignorance, however, of the time when 
that precarious situation would come to an end, and the 
daily diminution of his little treasure, which threatened 
soon to be exhausted, sobered Buvat's face to such a 
degree that Bathilde began to think that there was some- 
thing going on of which she was ignorant. She thonght 
it would be of no use to ask Buvat, and addressing her- 
self to Nanette, who afber sufïicient urging avowed ail to 
her, Bathilde learned for the first time ail she owed to 
Buvat; and that to pay her masters, and to amass her 
dowry, Buvat worked from morning till night ; and that 
the secret of his sadness was that in spite of this extra 
work, since his salary was not paid, he saw the time 
approaching when he would be obliged to tell Bathilde 
that they must retrench ail expenses that were not abso- 
lutely necessary. 
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Bathilde's first impulse on learniiig of tliis dévotion was 
to fall at Biivat's feet and express her gratitude ; but she 
soon understood that to arrive at her desired end she 
njust feign ignorance. 

The next day Bathilde told Buvat, laughing, that it 
would be throwing away money to keep her masters any 
longer, for she knew as much as tliey did. Since, in Bu- 
vat*s eyes, Bathilde's drawings wero the niost beautifui 
things in the world, and when she sang he was in the 
seventh heaven, he found no difficulty in believing her, 
particularly as her masters, with unusual candor, avowed 
that their pupil knew enough to go on with her studies 
unaided. Batliilde had such a purifying influence on ail 
who approached her. But Bathilde was not satisfied with 
saving expense ; she wished also to earn some money. 
Although she had made equal progress in music and 
drawing, she understood that drawing was her only re- 
source, and that music could be nothing but a relaxa- 
tion. She reserved ail her attention for drawing ; and as 
she was really very talented, she soon made charming 
sketches. At last one day she wished to know what they 
were worth ; and she asked Buvat, in going to his office, 
to show them to the person frora whora she bought her 
paper and crayons, and who lived at the corner of the 
Rue de Cléry. She gave him two children's heads which 
she had drawn from fancy, and begged him to ascertain 
their value. Buvat nndertook the commission without 
suspecting any hidden purpose, and executed it with his 
ordinary naïveté, The dealer, accustomed to such propo- 
sitions, turned the sketches round and round with a dis- 
dainful air, and criticising them severely, said that he 
could offer only fifteen francs each for them. Buvat was 
hurt, not by the price ofFered, but by the disrespectful 
manner in which the shopkeeper had spoken of Bathilde's 
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talent. He drew them quickly out of the dealer's liands, 
saying that he thanked him. 

The man, thinking that Buvat considered the price too 
small, said that for friendship's sake he would go as high 
as forty francs for the two ; but Buvat, offended at the 
slight offered to the genius of his ward, answered dryly 
that the drawings which he had shown him were not for 
sale, and that he had asked theîr value only through curi- 
osity. Every one knows that from the moment drawings 
are not for sale they încrease singularly in value, and the 
dealer at length offered fifty francs; but Buvat, little 
tempted by this proposition, by which he did not even 
dream of profiting, took the drawings and left the shop 
with ail the dignity of wounded pride. When he re- 
turned, the dealer was standing, as if by chance, at bis 
door. Buvat, sceing him, kept at a distance ; but the 
shopkeeper came to him, and putting his two hands on 
his shoulders, asked him if he would not let him hâve 
the two drawings for the price he had named. Buvat 
replied a second time, sharply, that they were not for 
sale. " That is a pity," replied the dealer, " for I would 
hâve given eighty francs." And.he retumed to his door 
with an indiffèrent air, but watching Buvat from a corner 
of his eye. Buvat, however, went on with a pride that 
was almost grotesque, and without tuming once, went 
straight home. Bathilde heard him as he came up the 
staircase striking his cane against the balusters, as he was 
in the habit of doing. She ran out to meet him, for she 
was very anxious to hear the resuit of the negotiation ; 
and with the lingering habit of her childhood, throwing 
her arms round his neck, " Well, niy friend," she asked, 
"what did Monsieur Papillon say ? " 

" Monsieur Papillon," replied Buvat, wiping his fore- 
head, " is an impertinent rascal." 
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Poor Bathilde turned pale. 

" How 80 1 " she asked. 

" Yes ; an impertinent rascal, who, instead of admiring 
your drawings, bas dared to criticise thera." 

" Oh ! if that is ail," said Bathilde, laughing, " lie is 
right. Eeniember that I ani but a beginner. But did 
he otfer any priée î" 

"Yes," said Buvat; "ho had even that impertinence." 

" What price î " asked Bathilde, trembling. 

" He offered eighty francs." 

" Eighty francs ! " cried Bathilde. " Oh, you must be 
mistaken ! " 

" I tell you he offered eighty francs for the two," replied 
Buvat, laying a stress on each syllable. 

" But it is four times as much as they are worth," said 
the young girl, clapping her hands for joy. 

" It is possible, though I do not think so ; but it is 
none the less true that Monsieur Papillon is an imperti- 
nent rascal ! " 

ïhis was not Bathilde's opinion ; but not to enter on 
an awkward discussion with Buvat about money mattevs, 
she changed the conversation, saying that dinner was 
ready, — an announcement wliich generally gave a new 
course to the worthy man's ideas. Buvat gave back the 
drawings to Bathilde without further observation, and 
entered the little dining-room, singing the inévitable, — 

" Then let me go, 
And let me play,** etc. 

He dined with as good an appetite as if there had been 
no Monsieur Papillon in the world. 

The same evening, while Buvat was making copies, 
Bathilde gave the drawings to Nanette, telling her to take 
them to Monsieur Papillon, and ask for the eighty francs 
he had offered to Buvat. Nanette obeyed, and Bathilde 
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tniued not to lo»e. She theiefoie chuged Xanette to 
Mearch among the neighbors for some diffîcolt, and conse- 
quently well-paid ueedlework, wbich she ooold do in 
liuvat's absence. 

Nanette easily found wbat she songht. ît was a time 
when laces were much in vogue. The great ladies paûi 
i\(iy louis a yard for guipure, and then lan caieleâslv 
through the woods with thèse transparent dresses. The 
requit of ihis was that many a rent had to he concealed 
frr^m niothers and husbands; so that at this time there 
was more to be inade in mending laces than in selling 
thera, From her first attempt at work of this kind, Ba- 
tliilde did wonders ; her needle seemed to be that of a 
fairy. Nanette received many compliments on the work 
of tlio unknown Pénélope, who repaired by day what 
was ruined by night. 

Thanka to Bathilde's labors, a portion of which was 
unknown to ail without, and even to Buvat himself, the 
corn fort of the household was increased from two sources. 
Huvut, more tranquil, and seeing that although Bathikle 
hrtd not spoken definitely on the subject, he must re- 
iiourioo his Snnday walks, which lost their charm when 
liîithilde no longer took them with him, concluded to be sat- 
isfiod with the famous terrace which had determined him 
in the choice of his house. For a week he spent an hour 
morning and evening making his plans, concealing from 
evpry one meanwhile what he intended to do. At length 
lie docidod on having a fountain, a grotto, and an arbor. 

One must see the citizen of Paris grappling with a 
fantastic conceit like that which had presented itself to 
Buvat when he determined to bave a park upon his ter- 
race, in order to understand how much which would at 
first seem impossible the patience of man can accomplish. 
The fountain was easily devised ; as we hâve said, the 
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gutters, eight feet above the terrace, offered every facility 
for its opération. The arbor, too, oould be contrived 
without difficulty; lattice-work painted green and cov- 
ered with jasmine and honey-suckle would shield it suffi- 
ciently froni the sun. But it was the grotto which would 
constitute the crowning triumph in thèse new gardens of 
Semiramis. 

On Sunday, at early dawn, Buvat set eut for the forest 
of Yincennes, where he sought for stones of peculiar form. 
Sonie of thèse were good représentations of apes' heads ; 
others resembled crouching rabbits; others still, toad- 
stools; and some were like cathedral bells. When he 
had collected a sufficient number of thèse stones he had 
them put into a wheelbarrow, and for the considération 
of one franc, which every week he devoted to this pur 
pose, he had them carried to the fifth story in the Rue 
du Temps-Perdu. It took three months to complète this 
first collection. 

Next, Buvat passed from monolithe to vegetables. 
Every root so imprudent as to appear above ground in 
the form either of a snake or of a tortoise became the 
property of Buvat, who with a little pruning-bill in liis 
hand wandered about with eyes fixed upon the ground 
with the eagerness of a man seeking treasure, and when 
he saw a woody form which pleased him, threw himself 
upon the ground with the fierceness of a tiger pouncing 
upon his prey. By pounding, hacking, and pulling he 
succeeded in drawing it from the soil. This persistent 
search, which the guards of Vincennes and St. Cloud 
atterapted more than once to check, but without success, 
baffled as they were by Buvat's persévérance, lasted an- 
other three months, at the end of which he saw to his 
great satisfaction ail his material collected. 
Then the architectural work began. The largest as 
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well as the sraallest stone which could serve in the build- 
ing of the modem Babel was turaed over and over on ail 
its sides so that it sbould be seen to tbe best advantage ; 
then it was placed carefiilly in position, and so cemented 
that eacb exterior projection should présent a grotesque 
imitation of a man's head, an animal's body, a plant, a 
flower, or a fruit. Soou there was a curious conglomera- 
tion of objects very diverse in appearance, to which were 
added tw^ining, crawling, climbing, ail those roots, ophid- 
ian or batrachian in form, which Buvat had surprised iii 
the very act of resembling some sort of reptile. Finally, 
the arched roof was fiuished, and the grotto served as a 
lair for a magnificent hydra, the raost precious pièce of 
the collection, to tbe seven heads of which Buvat had the 
happy idea of adding, in order to give them an air still 
more formidable, eyes of enamel and tongues of scarlet 
cloth. The resuit was that when the monster had reached 
completion it was only with some hésitation that Buvat 
approached the terrible cavern, and that at first nothing 
in the world would hâve tempted him to walk alone 
at night upou the terrace. 
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CHAPTEE XVIIL 

A PROPOSAL OP MARRIAGE. 

Buvat's Babylonian uiidertaking had occupied hiin twelve 
months. Meauwhile Bathilde had passed from lier fif- 
teenth to her sixteenth year, and the charming child had 
become a beautiful woman. It was duriug this time that 
her neighbor, Boniface Denis, had taken notice of her, and 
to such a degree that his mother, who could refuse him 
nothing, after having been for information to the Rue 
Page vin, had presented herself, under pretext of neigh- 
borhood, to Buvat and his ward, and finally had invited 
the m both to pass Sunday evenings with her. 

The invitation was given with so good a grâce that 
there was no way of refusing it, whatever niight be Ba- 
thilde's répugnance to this interruption of her solitude. 
As for Buvat, he was delighted that some opportunity 
of amusement should be presented to Bathilde ; besides, 
as he knew that Madame Denis had two daughters, 
perhaps he was not sorry to eiijoy that triumph which 
his paternal pride assured him Bathilde could not fail 
to obtain over Mademoiselle Emilie and Mademoiselle 
Athénaïs. 

But the event was not precisely what the good man 
had anticipated. Bathilde discovered at a glance the 
mediocrity of her rivais; and therefore when some one 
spoke of drawing, and called on her to admire some heads 
by thèse young ladies, she pretended to hâve nothing in 
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the house that she could show ; while Buvat knew tliat 
there were in ber portfolio two beads, one of the infant 
Jésus, and one of Saint John, both charming. But this 
was not ail. When Bathilde was asked to sing, after 
Mesdemoiselles Denis had been beard, she chose a simple 
little romance in two verses, which lasted five minutes, 
instead of the grand composition which Buvat bad ex- 
pected, and which should bave lasted three quarters of 
an hour. 

Howover, to Buvat*s great astonishment, this conduct 
appeared singularly to increase the regard of Madame 
Denis for the young girl ; for Madame Denis, wbo had 
heard great praise of Bathilde's talents, had felt, notwith- 
standing her maternai pride, some uneasiness with respect 
to the event of an artistic struggle among thèse young 
ladies. Bathilde was overwbelmed with caresses by the 
good woman, who, when she bad gone, declared that she 
was fuU of talent and modesty, and that she well deserved 
ail the praises lavished upon her. A retired silk mercer 
raised her voice to recall the strange position of the tutor 
and the pupil, but Madame Denis imposed silence on this 
nialicious tongue by declaring that she knew the whole 
story from beginning to end, and that it did the greatest 
honor to both her neighbors. Madame Denis overstepped 
the bounds of truth in professirig to be so well-informed ; 
but the lie was trivial, and was doubtless pardoned in 
considération of its intention. 

As to Boniface, in company he was dumb and a nonen- 
tity ; he had been this evening so remarkably stupid that 
Bathilde, ascribing no importance to such a fellow, had 
hardly noticed him. 

Boniface, on the contrary, baving admired Bathilde 
from a distance, became quite crazy about her when he 
saw her near. From this time he began to sit constantly 
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at his window, and that obliged Bathilde to keep liers 
closed ; for it will be remembered that Boniface then in- 
habit ed the room afterward occupied by the Chevalier 
d'Harmental. 

This conduct of Bathilde, in which it was impossible to 
see anything but suprême modesty, only augmented the 
passion of lier neighbor. At his request, his mother went 
again to the Rue Pagevin, and to the Rue des Orties, 
where she had learned from an old portress, who had be- 
come nearly blind and quite deaf, something of the death- 
scene we hâve related, and in which Buvat played so 
noble a part. The good woman had forgotten the names ; 
she remembered only that the father was a handsome 
young officer, who had been killed in Spain, and that 
the mother was a charming young woman, who had died 
of grief and poverty. 

Boniface also had been in search of information, and 
had learned from his employer, who was a friend of Bu- 
vat's notary, that every year, for six years past, five hun- 
dred francs had been deposited with him in Bathilde's 
name, which, with the interest, formed a little capital of 
seven or eight thousand francs. This was not much for 
Boniface, who, as his mother had said, would hâve three 
thousand francs a year, but at least it showed that Ba- 
thilde was not destitute. 

Consequently, at the end of a month, during which 
Madame Denis's friendship for Bathilde did not diminish, 
seeing that her son's love greatly increased, she deter- 
mined to ask her hand for him. One afternoon, as Buvat 
returned from business, Madame Denis waited for him at 
her door, and made a sign to him that she had something 
to say to him. Buvat folio wed her politely as she led 
him into the most retired room in the house. She closed 
the door, that she might not be interrupted ; and when 
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Buvat was seated she asked hiin with roiich dignity for 
the hand of Bathilde for Boniface. 

Buvat was overwhelmed by this proposai. It had 
never entered his mind that Bathilde might marry. Life 
without Bathilde appeared so impossible that he changed 
color at the bare idea. Madame Denis did not fail to 
remark the strange effect that her reqnest had produced 
on him. She wonld not even allow him to think it had 
passed unnoticed. She ofFered him the bottle of salts 
which she always kept on the raantel-piece, in full sight, 
80 that she might hâve occasion to repeat three or four 
times a week that her nerves were very sensitive. 

Buvat, who was much agitated, instead of simply sraell- 
ing the salts from a reasonable distance, put the âask 
close up under his nose. The eflfect was immédiate. He 
bounded to his feet, as if the angel of Habakkuk had taken 
him by the hair. He sneezed for about ten minutes ; 
then, having regained his sensés, he said that he appreci- 
ated ail the honor of the proposai made for Bathilde, but 
that, as Madame Denis was doubtless aware, he was only 
Bathilde's guardian ; in which capacity he should accept 
the duty of communicating to her the proposai made, 
though obliged at the same time to leave her entirely 
free to accept or to reject it. 

Madame Denis considered this a very proper reply, and 
conducted him to the door, saying that while awaiting 
a reply, she begged him to believe that she was bis 
very humble servant. 

Buvat went home, and found Bathilde very uneasy ; he 
was half an hour late, — a thing which had not happened 
before for ten years. The uneasiness of the young girl 
was increased when she saw Buvat's sad and preoccupied 
air ; and she wanted to know directly what it was that 
caused the abstracted mien of her good friend. Buvat, 
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who had not had time to prépare his speech, tried to put 
ofF the explanation till after dinner ; but Bathilde declared 
that slie should not go to dinner till she knew what had 
happened. Buvat was thus obliged to deliver on the spot, 
and withoiit préparation, Madame Denis's proposai. 

Bathilde blushed, as a young girl always does when one 
talks to her of marriage ; then taking the h'ands of Buvat, 
— who had seated himself, fearing that his legs would fail 
to support him, — and looking at him with that sweet 
smile which was the sun of the poor writer, " So, then, 
little father," said she, "you hâve had enough of your 
daughter, and y ou wish to get rid of herî" 

" I ! " said Buvat, " I wish to get rid of you ! No, my 
child ; it is I who shall die of grief if you leave me." 

" Well, then, little father, why do you talk to me of 
marriage î" 

"Why," said Buvat, "because — because — some day 
or other you must marry; and by and by perhaps you 
will find a good husband, though, thank God, my little Ba- 
thilde deserves some one better than Monsieur Boniface." 

" No, little father," answered Bathilde, " I do not de- 
serve any one better than Monsieur Boniface, but — " 

«Well, — but î" 

" But — I will never maiTy/* 

" What ! " cried Buvat, " you will never marry 1 " 

" Why should I î Are we not happy as we are î " 

" Are we not happy ? " echoed Buvat. "Sabre de bois I 
I believe we are ! " 

Sahre de bois was an innocent profanîty which Buvat 
allowed himself on great occasions, and which illustrated 
admirably the pacifie inclinations of the worthy fellow. 

"Well, then," continued Bathilde, with her angel's 
smile, " if we are happy, let us remain as we are. You 
know, little father, we must not tempt Providence." 
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" Corne and kiss me, my child 1 " said Buvat " Ah, it 
is as if y ou had just lifted Montmartre ofF my stomach ! " 

** You do not wish for this maraage, then ] " 

" I wish for this marriage ! " cried Buvat ; " I ! I 
wish to see you the wife of that whelp of a Boniface ! — 
that cub of Satan, whom I despised from the first, with- 
out knowing why I I know it now.*' 

** If you do not désire this marriage, why do you speak 
to me about itî" 

" Becaiise you know well that I am not really your 
father; that I hâve no authority over you ; that you are free." 

" Indeed, am I free î " answered Bathilde, laughing. 

" Free as air." 

" Well, then, if I am free, I refuse.'* 

" Diable I you refuse, and I a m very glad of it," said 
Buvat ; " but how shall I say that to Madame Denis % " 

" How % Tell her that I am too young ; that I do not 
wish to marry ; that I want to remain always with you." 

" Come to dinner," said Buvat ; " perhapis a biight idea 
will strike me when I am eating. It is odd ; my appe- 
tite has come back ail of a sudden. Just now I thought 
I could not swallow a drop of water. Now I could drink 
the Seine dry." 

Buvat drank like a Swiss, and ate like an ogre ; but in 
spite of this infraction of his ordinary habits, no bright 
idea came to him ; so that he was obliged to tell Madame 
Denis squarely that Bathilde was very much honored by 
her proposai, but that she did not wish to marry. 

This unexpected response astounded Madame Denis, 
who had never imagined that a poor little orphan like 
Bathilde could refuse so brilliant a match as her son ; 
consequently she answered very sharply that every one 
was free to choose, and that if Mademoiselle Bathilde 
chose to be an old maid, she was perfectly welcome. 
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But when she reflected on this refusai, which in her 
maternai pride she could not understand, ail the old cal- 
umnies which she had heard about the young girl and her 
guardian returned to her niind ; and as she was in a niood 
to believe them, she made no further douht that they 
were true. Accord ingly, when she ti-ansmitted to Boni- 
face their beautiful neighbor's answer, she said, to console 
him for this matrimonial disappointment, that it was very 
lucky that the negotiations had terminated as they had, 
inasniuch as she had been informed of certain matters, 
which, had Bathilde consented, would bave compelled 
her to prevent the marriage. 

Madame Denis thought it incompatible with ber dig- 
nity that after so humiliating a refusai her son should 
continue to inhabit the room opposite Bathilde's; she 
therefore gave him one on the ground-floor, and imme- 
diately offered for rent the room which Monsieur Boni- 
face had left. 

A week after, as Monsieur Boniface, to revenge îiimself 
on Bathilde, was teasing Mirza, who was standing in the 
doorway, not thinking the weather good enongh for her 
to trust her little white feet out of doors, Mirza, whom 
the habit of being petted had made very irritable, darted 
out on Monsieur Boniface, and bit him cruelly in the 
calf of bis leg. 

It was in conséquence of this that tbe poor fellow, 
whose heart was still suflfering, and whose leg was hardly 
healed, cautioned D'Harmental to beware of Bathilde's 
coquetry, and to throw a sop to Mirza. 



14 



210 LE CHETALIEB I>'HARM£!(TAL. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

FUEST LOTB. 

Monsieur Bonifage's room lemained Yacant for three or 
foar months, when one daj Bathilde^ who was accustomed 
to see the window cloeed, on nûsing her ejes found that it 
was opeu, and at the window she saw a strange face ; it 
was that of D'HarmentaL Few snch ûioes as that of 
the chevalier weie seen in the Rue du Temps-PerdiL 
BathUde, admirablj situated, behind her curtain, for 
seeing without being seen, was attracted inyoluntarily. 
There was in oar hero's featores a distinction and an 
élégance which coold not escape Bathilde's eyes. The 
chevalières dreas» simple as it was, betiayed the el^ance 
of the weaier. Then Bathilde had heard him give some 
orders, and thej had heen given with that inflection of 
voice which indicates the habit of command. 

The young girl had discovered at the first glance that 
this man was veiy snperior in ail respects to him whom 
he sncceeded in the possession of this little room, and 
with the instinct natural to persons of good birth, she at 
once recognized him as being of high ÊEonily. The same 
day the chevalier had tried bis harpsichord. At the first 
sonnd of the instrument Bathilde had raised her head. 
The chevalier, though he did not know that he had a 
listener, or perbaps because he did not know it> went on 
with préludes and fantasias which showed an amateur of 
no mean talents. At thèse sounds, which seemed to 
wake ail the musical chords of her own organization. 
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Bathilde had risen and approached the window that she 
might not lose a note, for such a performance was a thing 
unheard of in the Rue du Temps-Perdu. Then it was 
that D'Harmental had seen against the window the 
charming little fingers of his neighbor, and had driven 
them away by turning round so quickly that Bathilde 
could not doubt she had been seen. 

The next day Bathilde thought it was a long tinie 
since she had played, and sat down to her instrument. 
She began nervously, she knew not why ; but as she was 
an excellent musician, her fear soon passed away, and it 
was then tliat she executed so brilliantly that pièce from 
" Armida " which had been heard with so much astonish- 
ment by the chevalier and the Abbé Brigand. 

We hâve shown how, on the follov,ring morning, the 
chevalier had seen Buvat, and had become acquainted 
with Bathilde's name. The appearance of the young girl, 
the reader will remember, had made the deeper impression 
on the chevalier from its being so unexpected in such 
a place; and he was still iinder the influence of the 
charm when Roquefinette entered and gave a new direc- 
tion to his thoughts, which, however, soon returned to 
Bathilde. 

The next day, Bathilde, who, attracted by the first rays 
of the spring sun, was early at her window, became aware 
that the eyes of the chevalier were ardently fixed upon 
her. She had noticed his face, young and handsome, to 
which the thought of the responsibility he had taken gave 
a certain air of sadness ; but sadness and youth go so 
badly together that this anomaly had interested her. This 
handsome young man, then, had something to annoy him ; 
perhaps he was unhappy. What could be his sorrowî 
Thus, from the second time she had seen him, Bathilde's 
thoughts had been led quite naturally to dwell upon the 
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chevalier. Thîs had not provented BathOde from shniting 
her window ; but from behind her window she had seen 
the chevaliei^s sad face become sadder stîlL Tben she had 
ÎDstmctivelj andeistood that she had giveu paiu to that 
Imndsome yoimg man; and when she sat down to her 
harpsichord, was she not directed by a secret feeling that 
music 13 the consoler of tronbled hearts? 

That evening it was D'Harmeutal who played; and 
Bdthilde listened with ail her sonl to the melodious voice 
which spoke of love in the dead of night. Unlnckily for 
the chevalier, who, seeing the shadow of the young girl 
behind the drapery, began to think that he was making a 
favorable impression on the other side of the street, he 
had been interrupted in his concert by the lodger on the 
third flooT. But the most important thing was aceom- 
plished, — there was already a point of sympathy between 
them, and tliey already spoke that langnage of the lieart, 
the most dangerous of ail. 

The next morning Bathilde, who had dreamed ail 
night about music, and a Utile about the musicîan, felt 
that something strange and unknown was takiug place 
within her, and though she was strongly attiacted toward 
the window, she kept it scrupulously closed. From this 
resulted the mood of impatience under the influence of 
which the chevalier had gone to breakfast with Madame 
Denis. 

There he had leamed one important pièce of news, 
which was that Bathilde was neither the daughter, the 
wife, nor the nièce of Buvat He had therefore gone 
upstairs joyfully, and finding the window open, he had 
put himaelf — in spite of the friendly ad vice of Bonifistce 
— in communication with Mirza, by means of bribing her 
with sugar. The unexpected retum of Bathilde had in- 
terrupted this amusement; the chevalier, in his egotistical 
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Jelicacy, had shut his window ; but before the window 
had been shut, a salute had been exchanged between the 
two young people. This was more than Bathilde had 
ever accorded to any man, — not that she had not from 
time to time exchanged salutes with some acquain tance 
of Buvat, but this was the first time she had blushed 
as she did so. 

The next day Bathilde had seen the chevalier at his 
window, and without being able to understand the 
action, had seen him iiail a crimson ribbon to the outer 
wall ; she had especially noticed the extraordinary anima- 
tion visible on the young man's face. Half an hour after- 
ward she had seen with the chevalier a man unknown to 
her, but whose appearance was not reassuring ; this was 
Captain Roquefi nette. Bathilde had also noticed, with a 
vague uneasiness, that as soon as the man with the long 
sword had entered, the chevalier had quickly fastened 
the door. 

The chevalier, as we know, had a long conférence with 
the captain ; for they had to arrange ail the préparations 
for the evening's expédition. The chevalier's window 
therefore remained so long closed that Bathilde, tbinking 
that he had gone ont, had thought she might without 
impropriety open her own. Hardly was it open, how- 
ever, when that of her neighbor, who had seeraed only 
to await this moment to put himself in communication 
with her, opened in its turn. Fortunately, Bathilde, w^ho 
would hâve been much embarrassed by this coïncidence, 
was in that part of the room where the chevalier could 
not see her. She determined, therefore, to keep herself 
out of sight so long as this state of things should con- 
tinue, and she sat down near the other window, which 
was still shut. 

Mirza, however, who had not the same scruples as her 



2U LE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL. 

mistress, no sooner saw the chevalier than she ran to the 
wiudow, placed her paws on the sill, and began dancing 
on her hind-feet. Thèse attentions were rewarded, as 
she had expected, bj a lirst, then a second, then a third 
lump of sugar; but this third bit, to the no small aston- 
isbment of Bathilde, was wrapped up in a pièce of paper. 

ïhis pièce of paper troubled Bathilde a great deal more 
than it did Mirza, who, accustonjed to crackers and sucre 
d€ pomme, soon got the sugar ont of its envelope by means 
of her paws ; and as she thought very much of the con- 
tents of the package and very little of the wrapper, she 
ate the sugar, and leaving the paper, ran to the window. 
But the chevalier had disappeared ; assured, no doubt, of 
Mirza's skill, he had retired into bis room. 

Bathilde was very much embarrassed ;' she had seen at 
the first glance that the paper contaiiied three or four 
Unes of writing. Now, in spite of the sudden friendship 
which her neighbor seemed to hâve acquired for Mirza, 
it could not be to Mirza that he wrote ; the letter, then, 
was for Bathilde. 

But what was to be done with that letter? To pick it 
up and destroy it would be very noble and very proper ; 
but if, as was quite possible, the paper had contained that 
writing for a long time, then the action would be ridicu- 
lous in the highest degree, and, besides, it would show 
that she had thought it might be a letter. Bathilde re- 
solved, then, to leave things as they were. The chevalier 
could not know that she was at home, since he had not 
seen her; he could not, therefore, draw any déduction 
from the fact that the paper reinained on the fioor. She 
therefore continued to work, or rather to reflect, hidden 
behind her curtain, as the chevalier probably was hidden 
behind bis. 

In about an hour, of which it must be confessed Ba- 
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thilde passed tbree quarters with ber eyes fixed on the 
paper, Nanette entered. Bathilde, without moving, told 
her to shut the window. 

Nanette obeyed ; but in retuming she saw the paper. 
** What is that 1 " she asked, stooping down to pick it up. 

" Nothiug," answered Bathilde, quickly, forgetting that 
Nanette could not read, " only a paper which bas fallen 
eut of my pocket," — then, after an instant's pause, and 
with a visible effort, — " and which you may throw on 
the fire," she added. 

" But it may be something important ; see what it is, 
at ail events, Mademoiselle/' And Nanette presented the 
letter to Bathilde. 

The temptation was too strong to be overcome. Bathilde 
cast her eyes on the paper, affecting an air of indifférence, 
and read as follows; — 

" They say you are an orphan. I hâve no parents. We 
are, then, brother and sister before God. This evening I shall 
be exposed to a great danger ; but I hope to come eut of it 
safe and sound if my sister Bathilde will pray for her brother 
Raoul." 

" You are right," saîd Bathilde, in an agitated voice, 
and taking the paper from the hands of Nanette, " that 
paper is more important than I thought ; " and she put 
D'Hannental's letter in the pocket of her apron. Five 
minutes after, Nanette, who came in twenty times a day 
without any particular reason, went out as she had en- 
tered, and left Bathilde alone. 

Bathilde had only glanced at the letter, and it had 
seemed to dazzle her. As soon as Nanette had closed 
the door, she reopened it and read it a second time. 

It would bave been impossible to bave said more in 
fewer words. If D'Harmental had taken a whole day to 
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weigh every woid of the billet^ instead of wiitiiig on tbe 
spur of the momeut, he could not bave deviaed it more 
skilfully. In fact, he established, witb bis fiisi woixls, an 
eqiiality of social raiik between himself and the orpban ; 
be iiiterested Bathilde in her neighboi's faAe on aoconnt of 
a menacing danger, — a danger wbicb would appear ail 
the greater to the young girl from ber not knowing its 
nature ; and finalJy, the words ** brother '* and ** sister/' 
HO flkilfully introduced in closing, — and that only to ask 
from the sister a prayer for the brother, — excluded from 
thcse first advances ail idea of love. And if at tbis 
moment Batliilde had fouiid herself face to face with 
D'Harmental, inatead of being embarraased and blnsli- 
ing like a young girl who bas just received her first love- 
letter, abe would hâve taken bim by the haud and said to 
hiiiî, amiling, " Be aatiafied ; I will pray for y ou." 

There remained, however, on the mind of Bathilde 
floniothing more dangerous than ail the déclarations in 
the world, and that was the idea of the péril wbicb her 
ueiglibor was about to incur. By a sort of presentiment 
with wbicb abe had been seized on seeing hiin, with a face 
80 différent from bis ordinary expression, nail the crimson 
ribbon to bis window, and withdraw it as soon as the 
captai n entered, she was almoat sure that the danger was 
somehow connected with tbis new personage, wbom she 
had never seen before. But how was this danger con- 
nected with him î What was the nature of tbe danger 
itself î This was what she asked herself in vain. She 
thought of a duel ; but to a man such as the chevalier 
appeared to be, a duel was not one of tbose dangers for 
wbicb one asks tbe prayers of women. Besides, tlie time 
indicated was not that which is usually appointed for 
duels. Bathilde lost herself in her conjectures ; but in 
losing herself, she thought of the chevalier, always of the 
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cheyalier, and of nothing but tbe chevalier, and if he had 
calculated upon such au efifect, it must be owned that bis 
calculations were wofully true for poor Batbilde. 

During tbe remainder of the day Batbilde saw Raoul no 
iDore. Eitber because be was busily employed or be- 
cause be cousidered it good strategy, be kept bis window 
obstinately closed. And therefore, wben Buvat came 
borne aa usual, at ten minutes after four, be found tbe 
young giri so mucb preoccupied tbat altbougb bis per- 
spicacity was not great in sucb mattere, be asked ber 
tbree or four times if anything was wrong ; sbe answered 
bim every tirae by one of tbose smiles wbicb interested 
Buvat so mucb in looking at ber tbat be forgot every- 
tbiug else. Tbe conséquence was tbat in spite of thèse 
repeated questions Batbilde kept ber secret. 

After dinner Monsieur de Cbaulieu's lackey entered ; he 
came to ask Buvat to spend tbe evening witb bis master, 
wbo bad several poems for bim to copy. Tbe Abbë de 
Cbaulieu was one of Buvat *s best patrons, and often came 
to bis bouse, for be bad taken a great liking for Batbilde. 
Tbe poor abbé became blind, but not so entirely as not to 
be able to recognize a pretty face ; tbougb it is true tbat 
be saw it tbrougb a cloud. Tbe abbe bad told Batbilde, 
in bis sexagenariai) gallantry, tbat bis only consolation 
was tbat it is tbus tbat one sees tbe angels. 

Batbilde tbanked tbe good abbé from tbe bottom of 
ber beart for tbus procuring ber an evening's solitude. 
She knew tbat wben Buvat went to visit tbe Abbé de 
Cbaulieu be ordinarily stayed a long time ; and sbe hoped 
tbat be would make as long a visit on tbis occasion as be 
was accustomed to make. Poor Buvat went out witbout 
imagining that for tbe first time sbe desired bis absence. 

Buvat was a lounger, like every otber bourgeois of 
Paris, From one end to tbe otber of tbe Palais Royal 
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he stared ai the shops, stoppîng for the thousandth tîme 
befoie objects he was in the habit of admiiing. On leay- 
ing the colonnade he heaid aîngîng, and saw a gionp of 
men and women who were listening to the songs; he 
joiued theniy and listened too. Ât the moment of the 
collection he went awaj, iiot from a bad heart, nor that 
he wonld hâve wished tu refuse the excellent musician 
the reward which was bis due, but becanse by an old 
habit, of which tiine had pruved the advantage, he always 
came ont without money, so that by whatever he was 
tempted he was sure not to yield to the temptation. 
This evening he was mnch tempted to drop a sou iuto 
the singeras bowl. Dut as he had not a sou in his pocket, 
he was obliged to go away. He made his way, then, as 
we hâve seen, toward the Barrière des Seigeus, passed up 
the Rue du Coq, crossed the Pont-Neuf^ and returued 
along the quay to the Rue Mazariue , it was in the Rue 
Mazarine that the Abbe de Chanlieu lived. 

The Abbé de ChauHeu received Buvat, whose excellent 
qualities he had appreciated during their two years* ac- 
quaintance, as he was accustomed to receive him ; that is 
to say, after much pressing on his part, aud mauy diffi- 
culties on Buvat' s, he made him sit down uear him- 
self before a table covered with papers. It is true that at 
fii-st Buvat sat on the very edge of his chair ; gradually, 
however, he got fartlier and farther on, put his hat on the 
ground, took his cane between his legs, and at length 
found himself sittiiig almost like any one else. 

The work that was to be done did not promise a short 
sitting ; there were thirty or forty poems on the table to 
be classified. The Abbé de Chaulieu began by naming 
them one after another in their order, while Buvat wrote 
on each a number. Then, that preliminary task being con- 
cluded, since the good abbé could not write, and em- 
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ployed his lackey as an amanuensis, lie proceeded with 
Buvat to work of auother kind ; that is to say, to the 
correction of mètre and orthography. The Abbé de Chau- 
lieu did not weary of this occupation, and Buvat was in- 
terested in it as bis proper business, so tbat the clock 
struck eleven when both of them tbougbt it could be no 
later tban nine. 

They had just fiuished their work, and Buvat rose, hor- 
ritied at having to return home at such au hour ; it was 
the first time such a thing had ever happened to him. 
He roUed up the manuscript, tied it with a red ribbon, 
which had probably served as a sash to Mademoiselle de 
Lauuay, put it in his pocket, took his cane, picked up his 
hat, and left the house, abridging his leave-taking as 
much as possible. To add to his misfortunes, tKere was 
no moonlight, and the sky was darkened by clouds. 
Buvat regretted not having two sous in his pocket that 
he might cross the ferry, which was then where now 
stands the Pont des Arts ; but we bave already explained 
Buvat's theory to our readers, and he was obliged to re- 
turn as he had come, — by the Quai Conti, the Rue Pont- 
Neuf, the Rue du Coq, and the Rue St. Honoré. 

Thus far he proceeded iu safety, and although the 
statue of Henri IV., of which Buvat Imd forgotten either 
the existence or the location, had frighteued him terribly, 
and the clock of the Samaritaine, striking the half-hour 
without warning within fifty feet of him, had made him 
tremble from head to foot, he had encountered no real 
péril ; but when he came to the Rue des Bons-Enfans 
ail was changed. In the first place the aspect of the 
Street itself, long, narrow, and lighted only by two flick- 
ering lanterns, was not reassuring, and this evening it 
had to Buvat a very singular appearance. He did not 
know whether he was asleep or awake, — whether he was 
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dreatiiing or had before bim a fàntastic TÎsion of FLemish 
surcery. In that street everything seemed to be alive; 
tho posis moved as be passed tbem ; ail the lecesses 
were iuU of whisperings ; men crossed like shadows from 
nue side of the street to the otber. At last, when be had 
nrrived at No. 24, he was stopped, as we bave seeu, by 
thn chevalier and the captaiQ. It was tben tbat D'Har- 
tuontal had recoguized bim, and bad protected bim agaiust 
the Hrst impulse of KoquefiDette, urging him to go ou 
his way as quickly as possible. There was no need to 
ropeat the request ; Buvat set off at a trot, gained tbe 
Place dos Victoires, the Rue du Mail, tbe Rue Mont- 
nmHn», and at last arrived at bis own bouse, No. 4 Rue 
du TiMups-Poixlu, where, bovvever, he did not think him- 
solf sufo» till be bad sbut tbe door and bolted it bebind 
hitu. 

There he stopped an instant to breatbe and to ligbt bis 
oaudli% and then asceuded tbe stairs ; but be felt in bis 
logs tho ellbct of the occurrence, for tbey trembled so tbat 
ho could harvlly get to the top. 

As to Buthilde, vsbe bad remained alone, getting more 
and more unoasy as tbe evening advanced. Up to seveii 
o*clock she had seen a ligbt in her neigbbor's room, but 
nt that time the lamp had been extinguisbed ; the bours 
roUod ou, and no ligbt appeared in tbe cbaml)er. Theu 
Bathildo's time bad been divided between two occupa- 
tions : standing at ber window to see if her neigbbor did 
not roturn, and kneeling before tbe crucifix, wbere she 
said hor evening prayers. She bad beard tbe clocks 
strike nine, ten, eleven, and half-past eleven. She had 
heard ail the noises in the street die away one by one, 
and sink gradually into tbat vague and beavy sound 
wbicb seems the breathing of a sleeping town ; and ail 
this without bringing her tlie sligbtest information as to 
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whether he who had called himself her brother had sunk 
under the danger which had threatened him, or had 
passed throiigh it in safety. 

She was in her own rooni, withont light, so that- no 
one mifîîit see that she was watcliing, and was kneeling 
before her crucifix for the tenth time, when the door 
opened, and by the light of his candie she saw Buvat, so 
pale and haggard that she knew in an instant that some- 
thing must hâve happened to him. She sprang up, 
moved by the anxiety she felt for another, and darted 
toward him, askîng what was the niatter. 

But it was no oasy thing to make Buvat speak ; the 
shock had reached his mind, and his tongue stammered 
as much as his legs trembled. Still, when he was seated 
in his easy-chair, and had wiped his forehead with his 
handkerchief, when he had made two or three joumeys 
to the door to see that the terrible visitants of the Rue 
des Bons-Enfans had not foUowed him home, he began to 
stutter out his adventure. He told how he had been 
stopped in the Rue des Bons-Enfans by a band of rob- 
bers, whose lieutenant, a ferocious man nearly six feet 
high, had wanted to kill him, when the captain had 
come and saved his life. Bathilde listened with rapt 
attention, first, because she loved her guardian sincerely, 
and his condition showed that — with or without reason 
— he had been greatly terrified ; and then because it 
seemed to her that nothing which happened that night 
could be unimportant. Strange as the idea might be, 
the thought came to her that the handsome young man 
was perhaps not wholly unconnected with the scène in 
which Buvat had just played a part. She asked him if 
he had time to observe the face of the young captain who 
had corne to his aid, and saved his life. 

Buvat answered that he had seen him face to face, as 
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ho saw her at that moment^ and that he was a handsome 
yoiuig mau, twenty-five or twenty-six yeais old, wearing 
a lar^^ ^^^^ ^^^^i ^^^ wrapped in a cloak ; moreovery in the 
movuiuent which he had made in stretching out bis haud 
to protect hiiu, the cloak bad opened^ and sbown that 
boHidufl bia sword, he càrried a pair of pÎBtols in his belt. 

Tlmso dotuiU were so précise as to preclude the idea 
tbut Buvat had been dreaming. Preoccupied as BathiKle 
WHH with tho danger to which the chevalier was exposed, 
mIio Wrt« nono tlie less touched by that, smaller, no doubt^ 
but «till real, which Buvat had just escaped ; and as re- 
\)om\ Ih the beat roiuedy for ail shocks, physical or moral, 
ai\or oiforing him the glass of wine and sugar which he 
allowiul himsolf on great occasions, and which neverthe- 
ïmn hô now refusod, she reminded him of his bed, where 
)iti ought to bave boen two hours before. 

Tlio «bock bad been violent enough to deprive Buvat of 
ull wi«h for sloep, and even to convince him that he 
nhoubl sloop batUy that night ; but he reflected that in 
Hitting up ho should force Bathilde to sit up, and sbould 
H(H) her in the niorning with red eyes and pale cbeeks. 
Tliorefon^, with bis Uwsual sacrifice of self, he told Bathilde 
tbut slio was rigbt, that he felt that sleep would do him 
good. Ho ligbted his candie, kissed her forehead, and 
went up to bis own room, — not without stopping two 
or threo timos on the staircase to listen for noises. 

Left alone, Bathilde heard Buvat go from the landing 
into his room ; then she heard the creaking of his door, 
which he duiible-locked ; then, almost as trembling as 
Buvat bimsulf, she ran to the window, in her auxiety 
forgotting everything, even to pray. 

She remained thus for nearly an bour, but without 
having kept any measnre of time. Then she gave a cry 
of joy; for through the window, which no curtain now 
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obscured, she saw lier neighbor's door open, and D'Har- 
luental enter with a candie in his hand. 

By a miracle of divination Bathilde had been right in 
her conjecture. The man in the felt hat and tbe eloak, 
wbo bad protected Buvat, was really tbe young stranger ; 
for tbe stranger wore a felt bat and a eloak. Moreover, 
as 8oon as be bad entered bis room and sbut tbe door, 
witb almost as miicb care as Buvat bad exercised in se- 
curing bis, be tbrew bis eloak on a cbair, and sbe saw 
tbat be wore a tigbt coat of a dark color, and bad in bis 
belt a s Word and pistols. Tbere was no longer any doubt ; 
from bead to foot be answered tbe description given by 
Buvat. Batbilde was tbe more able to assure berself of 
tbis because D'Harmental, witbout taking off any of bis 
attire, took two or tbree turns in bis room, bis arms 
crossed, and tbinking deeply ; tben be took bis pistols 
from bis belt, assured bimself tbat tbey were primed, 
and placed tbem on tbe table near bis bed, unclasped bis 
s Word, took it balf out of tbe scabbard, replaced it, and 
put it under bis pillow ; tben, shaking bis bead, as if to 
sbake olF tbe sombre ideas tbat annoyed bim, be ap- 
proacbed tbe window, opened it, and gazed earnestly at 
tbat of tbe young girl, wbo, forgetting tbat sbe could not 
be seen, stepped back, and let tbe curtain fall before ber, 
as if tbe darkness wbicb surrounded ber were not a sufïi- 
cient screen. 

Sbe remained ten minutes tbus motionless and silent, 
ber band on ber beart, as if to still its beatiugs ; tben 
she gently raised tbe curtain, but tbat of ber neigbbor 
was down, and sbe saw notbing but bis sbadow passing 
and repassing bebind it. 
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CHAPTEE XX. 

THE CONSUL DUILIUS. 

TiiM morning fullowing the day, or rather the night, on 
wliinli tho ovents we hâve just related had occarred, the 
Duo (l'Orléans, who had returned to the Palais Royal 
without arcidonty after having slept ail night as usual, 
partHutl into his study at hîs accustomed hour; that is 
to «ay, ahout eleveii o*clock. Thanks to the êang-froid 
\\\i\\ wliich Nature had blessed him, and which he owed 
i*))ii*tly to hJA great courage, to his disdain for danger, aud 
\m ouroloHHnoss of death, not only was it impossible to 
obnorvu in him any change from his ordinary calm, which 
enuui only turned to gloam, but he had most probably 
ahmdy furgotten the strange event of which he bad so 
nearly beon the victiro. 

ïlie study into which he had just entered was remark* 
ablo as bolotiging' to a man who was at once a savant, a 
politician, aud an artist. Thus a large table covered with 
a groon cloth, and loaded with papers, inkstands, and 
]>ena, occupiod the middle of the roora ; but ail around 
ou doHks, on easels, on stands, were an opéra commeneed, 
a half-fiuished drawing, a chemical retort, etc. The re- 
gedt, with a strange versatility of mind, passed in an in- 
stant froiu the deepest problems of poli tics to the most 
capricious fancies of painting, and from the most délicate 
oalculations of chemiatry to the sombre or joyous inspira- 
tions of nmaic. The régent feared nothing but ennui, 
that enemy against whom he struggled unceasingly, with- 
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eut ever quite succeeding in conquering it, and which, 
repulsed by work, study, or pleasure, yet remained in 
sight, 80 to speak, like one of those clouds on the hoii- 
zon, toward which, even in the finest days, the pilot in- 
vohmtarily turns his eyes. Therefore the régent never 
allowed hiniself to be unoccupied, and had the most 
opposite amusements always at hand. 

On entering his study, where the council were to meet 
in two hours, he went toward an unfinished drawing, 
representing a scène from "Dapbnis and Chloe," and 
applied hiroself to the work interrupted two days before 
by that famous game of tennis which had begun with a 
racket-blow, and finished with the slipper at Madame de 
Sabran's. 

A messenger came to inform the régent that Madame 
Elizabeth Charlotte, his niother, had asked twice if he 
were up. The régent, who had the most profonnd respect 
for the princess-palatine, sent word that not only was he 
visible, but that if Madame was ready to receive him, he 
would pay her a visit directly. He then returned to his 
work with ail the eagerness of an artist. Within a 
few minutes the door opened, and his mother herself 
appeared. 

Madame, the wife of Philippe I., brother of King Louis 
XIV., came to France after the strange and unexpected 
death of Madam Henrietta of England, to take the place 
of that beautiful and gracions princess, who had passed 
from the scène like a dream. The comparison, difficult 
to sustain for any new-comer, was doubly so to the poor 
German princess, who, if we may believe her own por- 
trait of herself, with her small eyes, her short and thick 
nose, her long tliin lips, her hanging cheeks, and her 
large face, was far from beautiful. Unfortunately, the 
faults of her face were not compensated for by beauty 

15 
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of figure. She was of low stature and iat, with a short 
body and legs, aiul such frightfol banda that she aTows 
horaolf that there were none uglier to be found in the 
worUl, and that it was the only thing aboat her to which 
Louis XIV. could never become accustomed. But Louis 
XIV. had chosen her, not to increase the beauties of his 
court, but to extend his influence beyond the Rhiue. 

Hy the nmrriage of his brotlier with the princess-pala- 
tino, Louis XIV. — who had already acquired some chance 
of inhorit4ince in Spain by marrying Maria Theresa, aii<l 
in Kugland by Philippe L's marriago with the Princess 
JIoi\riotta, only sister of Charles IL — would acquii-e new 
rights over lîavaria, and probably in the Palatinate. He 
caloulivtod, and calculated rightly, that her brother, who 
waa dolioato, would die young and without children. 

Madame, inatoad of being treated at her husbaiid's 
doath aooording to her marriage contract, and forced to 
retire Into a couvent, or into the old castle of Montargis, 
wuH, in spite of Madame de Maintenon's hatred, main- 
taiucd by Louis XIV. in ail the titles and honors which 
»ho oujoyod during her husband's lifetime, — although 
tho king had not furgotten the blow which she gave to 
tho young Duc de Chartres at Versailles, when he an- 
nouncod his raarriage with Mademoiselle de Blois. The 
î^roud prinooss, with her thirty-two quarterings, thought 
it a humiliation that her son should marry a wonian 
whom the royal légitimation could not prevent froni being 
the fruit of a double adultery, and at the first moment, 
unable to command her feelings, she had revenged herself 
by tlîis maternai correction — slightly excessive, adminis- 
tered to a young man of eighteen years — for the affront 
offered to the honor of her ancestors. 

As the young Duc de Chartres had himself consented 
unwillingly to this marriage, he easily understood his 
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mother's dislike to it, — though he would hâve preferred, 
doubtless, that she should hâve shown it in a less Teu- 
tonic manner. The resuit was that when Monsieur died, 
and the Duc de Chartres became Duc d'Orléans, his 
mother, who might bave feared that the blow at Ver- 
sailles had left some disagreeable réminiscence in the 
njind of the new master of the Palais Royal, found, on 
the contrary, a more respectful son than ever. Tliis 
respect increased ; and as régent he gave his mother a 
position equal to that of his wife. When Madame de 
Berri, his much-loved daughter, asked her father for a 
Company of guards, he granted her request, but ordered 
at the same time that a similar company should be given 
to his mother. 

Madame held thus a high position, and if in spite of 
that position she had no political influence, the reason 
was that the régent made it a principle of action never 
to allow women to meddle with State affairs. It may be 
also that Philippe II., Régent of France, was more 
reserved toward his mother than toward his mistresses ; 
for he knew her epistolary inclinations, and he had no 
fancy for seeing his projects made the subjects of the 
daily correspondence which she kept up with the Princess 
Wilhelmina Charlotte of Wales, and the Duke Anthony 
Ulric of Brunswick. In compensation for this reserve 
he left to her the management of the house and of his 
daughters, which in her great idleness the Duchesse 
d'Orléans abandoned willingly to her mother-in-law. In 
this last particular, however, the poor princess-palatine, 
if one may believe the memoirs written at the time, was 
not very successful. Madame de Berri lived publicly 
with Riom, and Mademoiselle de Valois was secretly the 
mistress of Richelieu, who, always eluding détection, as 
if he had the enchanted ring of Gyges, secured admission 
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to lier apartments in spite of the guards who watched 
tlie (loors, il) spite of the gpies with whom the regeDt 
Burroiindud hini, and though more than once Philippe 
had hidden himself in his danghter's chamber, to watch. 

As to Mademoiselle de Chartres, whose character had as 
yet seeraed much more mascaline than féminine, she, in 
making a man of herself as one may say, had seenie<l to 
forget that other men existed. But some days before the 
time at which we hâve arrived, being at the opéra, and 
hearing her m usic- inaster, Cauchereau, a haudsome and 
accomplished ténor of the Académie Royal, who, in a love 
Acono, was prolonging a note with great purity of tone and 
a highly impassioned expression, the yonng prineess, car- 
riod away by artistic enthusiasm, stretched out her arms 
and cried aloud, " Ah, my dear Cauchereau ! " This uii- 
oxpected exclamation had troubled her mother, who imme- 
<Uately dismissed the handsome tenor^ and putting aside 
her habituai apathy, had detennined to watch over her 
duughter herself. 

Tliow remained the Princess Louise, who was afterward 
Quoen of S pain, and Mademoiselle Ëlizabeth, who be- 
came the Duchesse de Lorraine, but as to them there was 
notliing said ; either they were really sedate, or else they 
undorstood better than their elder sisters how to restraiu 
tlirt Heiitimenta of their hearts, or the accents of passion. 

As soou as the prince saw his mother appear, he sus- 
poctod some new distnrbance in the rebellions troop of 
which fthe had taken the command, and which gave her 
such trouble ; but as nothing could make him forget the 
respect which in public and in private he paid to his 
mother, he rose on seeing her, and after saluting her, 
took her by the hand and conducted her to a seat. He 
himself remained standing. 

" Well, ray son," aiid Madame, with a strong German 
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accent, " what is this that I hear, and what happened to 
y ou last evening 1 " 

" Last eveuing ] " said the regeut, recalling his thoughts 
and questioniog himself. 

" Yes," answered tlie palatine, " last evening, in coming 
home from Madame de Sabran's." 

" Oh, it is ouly that 1 " said the prince. 

" What ! * only that ! ' Your friand Simiane goes about 
everywhere saying that they wanted to carry you off, and 
that you escaped only by coming across the roofs, — a sin- 
gular road, you will confess, for the régent of the king- 
dom, and a road which your ministers, liowever devoted 
to you they may be, probably will décline to take in 
order to be présent at your council." 

** Simiane is a fool, Motlier," answered the régent, un- 
able to keep himself from laughing at his mother's still 
scolding him as if he were a child. " It was not anybody 
who wanted to carry me away, but some roisterers who 
had been drinking at the cabarets near the Barrière des 
Sergens, and had come to make a row in the Rue des 
Bons-Enfans. As to the road we folio wed. we chose it, 
not for flight, but simply to gain a wager which that 
drunken Simiane is furious at having lost." 

** My son, my son ! " said the palatine, shaking her 
head, *' you will never believe in danger, and yet you 
know what your enemies are capable of doing. Believe 
me, those who calumniate the soûl would hâve few scru- 
ples about killing the body ; and you know that the 
Duchesse du Maine has said that the very day when she 
is quite sure that there is really nothing to be made out of 
her bastard of a husband, she will demand an audience 
of you, and drive her dagger into your heart." 

" Bah, my Mother ! " answered the régent, laughing, 
" hâve you become a sufïiciently good Catholic no longer 
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to believe in preiieatinatiou ? I belîeve in ît, as yoa 
know. Woulii yoa wiab. me to plagiie mj miihl aboc:: 
a ihiivjrer which bas no existence ; or which, if ît d.jesr 
exLst, hàs ita reault already loacriljed in the etemsil bookî 
No, Miither, no; the onlj nae of ail thèse exaggeratei 
précautions ia to aadden life. Let tyrants tzemble; but 
I, vvlio am, a(îcording to Saint-Simon, the most goo*l- 
natiin^d man since Locdâ le Débonnaire witat hare I 
to fearî" 

** Oh, mon Dieu ! nothing, my dear son," said the pala- 
tirie, takiug the hand of the prince, and looking at him 
with aa mach maternai tenderneas a» her sniall ejes were 
capable of expreaaîng, — ** nothin^ if erery one kiiew you 
aa well as I do, and aaw yoa so truly good that yoa cannot 
hâte even yonr enemies ; but Henri IV., whom uuluckily 
you resemble a little too mnch on certain points, was as 
j(.jo<1, and yet he noue the less encoontered a RaTaillac. 
ALw, mein Gott /** continued the princess, miziug np 
Fn.iich and German in her agitation, *^ it is alwajs the 
bfint kings tliat they assassinate ; tyrants take precan- 
tionM, and the poniard nerér reaches them. Yoa miist 
lïfiver go out withont a gnard ; it îs you, and not I, ray 
HO II, who require a régiment of soldiers." 

*• My Mother," auswered the régent, laughing, ** will 
you lisiten to a sfcory 1 " 

" Yes, certainly, for you relate very prettily." 

" Well, you know that there was in Rome, I forget in 
what year of the republic, a very brave consul, who had 
the unfortunate habit shared by Henri IV. and myself, of 
going out at uight. It happeued that this consul was 
H(mt against the Carthaginians, and having învented an 
iniplement of war called a crow, he gained agàinst them 
the first naval battle in which the Bomans had been vie- 
tors \ 80 that he retumed to Rome, congratulât! ng him- 
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self beforehand on the increase of fortune which would 
foUow his increase of réputation. He was not deceived; 
ail the population awaited him at the city gâtes, and con- 
ducted lîim in triuraph to the capitol, where the senate 
expected hini. 

" The senate announced to him that in reward for his 
victory they had just voted to bestow on him an honor 
which must be highly pleasing to him ; and this was that 
whenever he went out he should be preceded by a musi- 
cian, who should announce to every one, by playing on 
the flûte, that he was folio wed by the famous Duilius, 
the conqueror of the Carthaginians. Duilius, you will 
understand, my Mother, was at the height of joy at such 
an honor. He returned home with a proud bearing, and 
preceded by his flute-player, who played his best, amid 
the acclamations of the multitude, crying at the top of 
their voices, * Long live Duilius ! long live the conqueror 
of the Carthaginians ! long live the savior of Rome ! * 
This was so intoxicating that the poor consul nearly went 
crazy with joy. Twice during the day he went out, 
although he had notliing to do in the town, only to 
enjoy the sénatorial privilège, and to hear the triumphal 
music and the cries which accompanied it. This occu- 
pation had raised him by the evening into a state of glo- 
rification such as it is not easy to explain. The evening 
came. The conqueror had a mistress whom he loved very 
much, and whom he was eager to see again, — a sort of 
Madame de Sabran, with the exception that the husband 
thought proper to be jealous, while ours, as you know, is 
not 80 absurd. 

" The consul therefore had his bath, dressed and per- 
furaed himself with the greatest care, and when eleven 
o'clock arrived, he set out on tiptoe for the Suburranian 
Street. But he had reckoned without his host, or rather 
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without his rausician. Hardly had h© gone four steps, 
when the flute-player, who was attached to bis service by 
night as well as day, darted from a post on wbicli he had beeii 
sitting, and recognizing his consul, took his place in ad- 
vance and marcbed on, playing with ail his might and main. 
The conséquence of this was that those who were in the 
streets turued round, those who were at home came to 
the door, and those who were in bed got up and opened 
their Windows, ail repeating in chorus, * Hero is the Con- 
sul Duilius ! long live Duilius ! long live the conqueror 
of the Garthaginiaus ! long live the savior of Rome ! * 
ïhis was highly flattering, but very inopportune. The 
consul wished to silence his instrumentalist, but he de- 
clared that the orders he had reeeived from the senate 
were précise, — not to be quiet a minute ; that he had 
ten thousand sesterces a year for blowing into his flate, 
and blow he would as long as he had any breath left. 

"The consul saw that it was useless to argue with 
a man whose claim was sustained by a decree of the sen- 
ate, and thereupon betook himself to flight in the hope of 
escaping from his melodious companion. But the latter 
adapted his pace to that of the consul with such précision 
that Duilius succeeded only in getting in advance of the 
flute-player, so that the consul led, instead of following. 
He doubled like a hare, leaped like a roebuck, rushed madly 
forward like a wild boar ; the cursed flute-player did not 
lose his track for an instant, so that ail Rome, not under- 
standing the object of this nocturnal race, but knowing 
that it was the victor who was running, came to their 
Windows and doors, and ont into the streets, shouting, 
* Long live Duilius ! long live the conqueror of the Gartha- 
giniaus ! long live the savior of Rome ! * The poor great 
man had one last hope, — that of finding his mistress's 
house quiet for the night, so that he could slip in at the 
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door left ajar aç she had promised it would be. But, no ; 
when lie arrived at the^t hoapitable and gracioas liouse, at 
whose door he had so often poured perf urnes and hung 
garlands, he found that its occupants were awake like ail 
the rest ; and at the window was the husband, who, as 
soon as he saw him, began to cry, * Long live Duilius ! 
long live the conqueror of the Carthaginians ! long live the 
savior of Rome ! ' The hero returned home despairing. 

"The next day he hoped to steal a march on his musi- 
cian ; but this hope was fallacious. And it was the same 
the day after, and the following days ; so that the consul, 
seeing that it was impossible to keep his incognito, left 
for Sicily, where, in his wrath, he beat the Carthaginians 
again, but this time so unmercifully that every one 
thought that must be the end of Punie wars, Rome was 
so enthusiastic that it instituted public célébrations like 
those on the anniversary of the foundation of the city, 
and proposed to give the conqueror a triumph even moi*e 
magnificent than the first. As to the senate, it assémbled 
before the amval of Duilius, to détermine what reward 
should be conferred upon him. They were ail in favor 
of a public statue, when suddenly they heard shouts of 
triumph and the sound of a flûte. It was the consul, 
who had freed himself from the triumph, thanks to his 
haste, but who could not free himself from public grati- 
tude, thanks to his flute-player. Suspecting that they 
were preparing for him soniething new, he came to take 
part in the délibérations. He found the senate ready to 
vote, with their balls in their hands. 

"He advanced to the tribune. *Conscript Fathers,' 
said he, * is it not your intention to give me a reward 
which will be agreeable to meî' * Our intention,' replied 
the président, 'is to make y ou the happiest man on earth.' 
' Good ! * said Duilius ; * will you allow me to ask from 
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yoa that which I désire most ? ' ^ Speak ! ' cried ail the 
senatôrs at once. *And you will confer it on meV Le 
inquired, witli ail the timidity of doubt *By Jupiter, 
we will ! * answered the président in the name of the 
assembly. *Then, Conscript Fathers/ said Duilius, *if 
you think that I hâve deserved well of the couutry, take 
away from me, in récompense for this second victory, this 
cursed flute-player, whom you gave me for the first.' The 
senate thought the request strange, but they had pledged 
their word, and at that period promises were made to be 
fulfilled. The flute-player. was allowed to retire on half- 
pay, and the Consul Duilius, having got rid of his musi- 
cian, recovered his incognito, and withont noise fomid 
the door of that little house in the Suburraniau Street 
which one victory had closed against him, and anotber 
had reopened." 

" Well," asked the palatine, " what has this story to do 
with the fear I hâve of your being assassinated î " 

" What has it to do with it, Mother î *' said the prince, 
laughing. " If the one musician of the Consul Duilius 
caused him sûch disappointment, imagine what would 
happen to me if I had a régiment of guards!" 

"Ah, Philippe, Philippe I" answered the princess, 
laughing and sighing at the same time, " will you always 
treat serious niatters so lightlyî" 

"No, Mother," said the régent; "and the proof is 
that as I présume you did not come hère solely to read 
me a lecture on my nocturual courses, but to speak on 
business, I am ready to listen to you, and to reply 
seriously." 

"Yes, you are right," said the princess; " I did come 
to speak to you of other things. I came to speak of 
Mademoiselle de Chartres." 

" Yes, of your favorite, Mother ; for it is useless to deiiy 
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it, — Louise is your favorite. Can it be because she does 
not love her uucles much, whom you do not love at ail ? " 
" No, it is not that, but I confess it is pleasing to me 
to see that she has no better opinion of the bastards than 
I hâve ; but it is because, except as to beauty, whicb she 
has, and I never had, she is exactly what I was at her 
âge, having true boy 's tastes, — loving dogs, horses, and 
cavalcades, handling powder like an artilleryman, and 
making squibs like a workman. Well, guess what has 
liappened to her." 

" She wants a commission in the guards î " 
** No, no ; she wants to be a nun." 
** A nun ! Louise ! Impossible ; it must be some 
prank of her madcap sisters ! " 

" Not at ail," replied the palatine ; " there is no joke 
about it, I assure you." 

** But how the devil has she got this passion for the 
cloisterî" asked the régent, beginning to believe in the 
truth of what his mother told him, accustomed as he 
was to the incidents of a period when the most extrav- 
agant things were always the most probable. 

** Where did she get it î " replied Madame ; " ask God 
or the devil, for it is known only to the one or the other 
of those two. The day before yesterday she passed with 
her sister, riding, shooting, laughing, — in fact, I had never 
seen her so gay ; but in the evening Madame d'Orléans 
sent for me. I found Mademoiselle de Chartres at her 
mother's knees, in tears, and begging permission to go 
aud perfomi her dévotions in the Abbey des Chelles. 
Her mother turned to me, and said, * What do yoû think 
of tins. Madame]' 'I think,' I replied, *that we can 
perfonn our dévotions equally well in any place, and that 
ail dépends on our own préparations ; ' but hearing my 
words, Mademoiselle de Chartres redoubled her prayers. 
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and with so miich earnestness that I said to her mother, 
* Well, iny daughter, it is for you to décide.' ' Oh,* re- 
plied the duchess, *we cannot prevent this poor child 
froin performing her dévotions.* *Let her go, then,' I 
replied ; * aud raay God grant that she goes with that in- 
tention ! * * I swear to you, Madame,* said Mademoiselle 
de Chartres, ' that I go for God aâone, and that I am in- 
lliienced by no worldly idea.* Theu she embraced us, and 
yesterday morning at seven o*cIock she set out.** 

" I know ail that, since I was to hâve taken her there,* 
replied the régent. "Something, theu, has happeued 
since 1 " 

"Yes, yesterday evening she sent back the carriage, 
giving the coachman a letter addressed to you, to her 
mother, and to me, in which she says that finding in the 
cloister that tranquillity and peace which she cannot hope 
for iu the world, she does not wish to leave it." 

" And what does her mother say to this fine résolu- 
tion]** asked the régent, taking the letter. 

"Her mother î'* replied Madame. "To tell you the 
truth, I believe her mother is very glad, for she likes 
convents, and thinks that her daughter will find great 
happiuess in becoming a nun; but I say there is no 
happiness where there is no vocation.** 

The régent read and re-read the letter of Mademoiselle 
de Chartres, trying to discover in that simple expression 
of her désire to remain at Chelles the secret causes which 
had given rise to it. Then after an instant of médita- 
tion, as deep as if the fate of empires depended on it, 
"Theré is sonie love pique hère," said he. "Do you 
know if Louise loves any oneV 

Madame related to the régent the adventure of the 
opéra and the exclamation of the prîncess, in her 
admiration for the handsome ténor. 
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** Diable ! " cried the regeiit, " and what did you and 
the Duchesse d'Orléans do in your maternai councill" 

"We showed Cauchereau the door, and forbade the 
opéra to Mademoiselle de Chartres; we could not do 
less.»' 

" Well," replied the régent, "there is no need to seek 
further ; it is ail explained. We must cure her at once of 
this fancy." 

" And how will you do that, my soni " 

** I will go to-day to the Abbey des Chelles and interro- 
gate Louise. If the tbing is but a caprice, I will give it 
tirae to pass off. I will appear to adopt her views, and 
in a year from now, when the time arrives for her to take 
tlie veiî, she herself will come and beg us to free her from 
the embarrassments of her position. If, on the contrary, 
the afFair is serious, then it will be différent." 

" Mon Dieit ! " said Madame, rising, " remember that 
poor Cauchereau bas probably nothing to do with it, 
and tliat he is even ignorant of the passion he bas 
inspired." 

" Do not be afraid," replied the prince, laughing at the 
tragic interprétation which the princess, with her German 
ideas, had given to bis words. " I shall not renew the 
lamentable history of the lovers of the Paraclete ; Cauche- 
reau's voice shall neither lose nor gain a single note in 
this adventure, and we do not treat a princess of the 
blood in the same manner as a little bourgeoise." 

"But on the other hand," said Madame, almost a« 
much afraid of the regent's real indulgence as of his 
apparent severity, "no weakness either." 

" My Mother," said the régent, " if she must deCeive 
some one, I would rather it should be her husband than 
God." And kissing his mother's hand respectfully, he 
led her to the door, quite scandalized at those lenient 
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customs in the midst of wbich she lived and died witb- 
ont ever succeeding in reconciling herself to them. Then 
the Duc d'Orléans returned to his dmvving, humming an 
air from his opéra of "Panthée.** 

In crossing the antechamber, Madame saw a little man 
in great riding-boots coming toward her, his head sunk in 
the immense collar of a coat lined with fur. When he 
reached her he poked out of his surtout a little face with 
a pointed nose and mocking eves, bearing a resemblance 
at once to a polecat and a fox. 

" Oh," said the palatine, ** it is you, Abbé î " 

" Myself, your Highness. I hâve just saved France, — 
nothing but that." 

" Yes," replied the princess-palatine, " I bave heard of 
such things, and also that in certain maladies poisons are 
found useful. You should know that, Dubois, — you, an 
apothecary's son." 

"Madame," replied Dubois, with bis habituai insolence, 
"perhaps I knew it once, but I bave forgotten it. As 
your Highness niay remember, I was quite young when I 
abandoned my father's drugs to take charge of your son's 
éducation." 

" No matter, Dubois,^' said the palatine, laughing. ** I 
am pleased with your industry, and if occasion arises for 
an embassy to China or Persia, I will ask the régent to 
appoint you ambassador." 

" And why not to the moon, or to the sun 1 " replied 
Dubois. " You would be still surer never to see me 
again." And saluting Madame carelessly after that re- 
ply, without waiting for her to dismisa him, as étiquette 
required, he turned on his heel and entered the regent'a 
study without being announced. 
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CHAPTER XXr. 

THE ABBÉ DUBOIS. 

All the world knows the story of the Abbé Dubois's 
early days ; we need not dvvell upon it hère. It raay 
be found in the memoirs of the time, and particularly 
in those of the implacable Saint-Simon. Dubois bas 
lîot been calumniated, ^— it was impossible ; but all the 
evil bas been told of him, and not quite all the good. 

There was in bis antécédents and in those of Alberoni, 
his rival, a great resemblance, but genius was on the side 
of Dubois; and in the long struggle with Spain, which 
the nature of our subject does not allow us to more than 
indicate, all the advantage was with the son of the apothe- 
cary against the son of the gardener. Dubois preceded 
Figaro, to whom he probably served as type ; but, more 
fortunate than he, he passed from the ofl6ce to the salon, 
and from the salon to the hall of the throne. All thèse 
successive promotions were the rewards of varions ser- 
vices, private or public. 

His last negotiation was his masterpiece ; it was more 
than the ratification of the treaty of Utrecht; it was 
a treaty more advantageous still for France. The em- 
peror not only renounced all right to the crown of Spain, 
as Philip V. had renounced all his to the crown qf France, 
but he entered, with England and Holland, into a league, 
formed at the same time against Spain on the south and 
against Sweden and Russia on the north. The division 
of the five or six great States of Europe was established 
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by this treaty on so solid and just a basis that after 
a hundred years of wars and révolutions ail thèse States, 
except the Empire, remain uearly in the same situation 
as at that time. 

On his part, the régent, who was not very fastidious, 
loved this man, who had educated him, and whose for- 
tune he had made. The régent appreciated in Dubois 
the virtues he possessed, and was not too severe on cer- 
tain vices from which he was not exempt. There was, 
however, between the régent and Dubois an abyss. Tlie 
regent's vices and virtues were those of a gentleman, Du- 
bois's those of a lackey. In vain the régent said to him, 
with each new favor that he granted, " Dubois, take care ; 
it is only a livery-coat that I am putting on your back." 
Dubois, who cared about the gitt, and not about the man- 
ner in which it was given, replied with his apish grimace, 
"I am your valet. Monseigneur; dress me always the 
satne." 

Dubois, however, loved the régent, and was devoted to 
him. He bore in mind that this powerful hand alone had 
raised him from the sink in which he had been found, 
and to which, hated and despised as he was by ail, a sigu 
from the master might restore him. He watched, there- 
fore, with a persoiial interest the hatreds and plots which 
might reach the prince ; and more than once, by the aid 
of a police often better managed than that of the lieuten- 
ant-general, and which extended, by the help of Madame 
de Tencin, into the highest aristocracy, and by the help 
of La Fillon, to the lowest grades of society, he had de- 
feated conspiracies of which Messire Voyer d'Argenson 
had not even heard a whisper. 

Therefore the régent, who appreciated the services which 
Dubois had rendered him, and could still render him, re- 
ceived the ambassador with open arma. As soon as he 
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saw him, he rose, and contrary to the custom of princes, 
who generally depreciate the service in order to diminish 
the reward, ** Dubois," said he, joyously, " you are my 
best friend ; and the treaty ot the quadruple alliance will 
be more profitable to King Louis XV. than ail the victo- 
ries of his ancestor, Louis XIV." 

" Bravo ! " said Dubois, " you do me justice. Mon- 
seigneur ; but unfortunately evory one is not eq'^ially 
grateful." 

" Ah, ah ! " said the régent ; " hâve you met my motherl 
She has just left the room." 

" Precisely ; and she was almost on the point of re- 
turning to ask you — in view of the excellent success 
of my embassy — to give me another, to China or to 
Persia." 

" Well, well, m y poor Abbé," replied the prince, laugh- 
ing, " my mother is full of préjudices, and she will never 
forgive you for educating her son in the way you dià. 
But don't be troubled ; I need you." 

" And how is his Majesty 1 " asked Du'bois, with a smile 
that betrayed a sinister désire. " He was very poorly 
when I left." 

" Well, Abbé, very well," answered the prince, gravely. 
** God will préserve him to us, I hope, for the happiness 
of France and the shame of our calumniators." 

" And Monseigneur sees him every day as usual î " 

"I saw him yesterday, and I even spoke to him of 
you." 

" Bah ! and what did you tell him î " 

" I told him that in ail probability you had just secured 
the tranquillity of his reign." 

" And what did the king answer î " 

"What did he answer 1 He answered, my friend, that 
he did not think abbés were so useful." 

16 
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"His Majegty is very witty. And old Villeroy vas 
there, without doubtî" 

"As he always is." 

** With yonr permission, I roust send tliat old fellow to 
look for nie at the other end of France some fine moming. 
His insolence to you begins to tire my patience." 

*' Leave him alone, Dubois, leave him alone ; eYeiy- 
thing will corne in its own time." 

" Even my archbishopric % " 

" By the way, what is this new foUy 1 " 

" New folly, Monseigneur ! On my honor, nothing can 
be more serions." 

" What ! that letter from the Eing of England, whicb 
asks me for an archbishopric for you — " 

" Did your Higbness not recognize the style î " 

" You dictated it, you rascal ! " 

" To Néricault Destouches, who got the king to sign it." 

''And the king signed it like that, without saying 
any thing î " 

" Exactly. * You wish,' said he to our poet, * that a 
Protestant prince should interfère to make an archbishop 
in France. The régent will read my recommendation, 
will laugh at it, and pay no attention to it.' * Yes, yes, 
Sire/ replied Destouches, who has more wit than he puts 
into his verses, 'the régent will laugh at it; but after 
laughing at it he will do what your Majesty asks.' " 

" Destouches was mistaken." 

" Destouches ne ver spoke more truly. Monseigneur." 

" You an archbishop ! King George would deserve 
that, in return, I should point out to him some rascal 
like you for the archbishopric of York wheu it becomes 
vacant." 

*'I defy you to find my equal. I know but one 
man — " 
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" And who is he î I should like to know him." 

'' Oh, ît is useless, he is already placed ; and as his place 
is good, he would not change it for ail the aichbîsboprics 
in the world.** 

" Insolent ! " 

" With whom are you angry, Monseigneur 1 " 

"With a fellow who wants to be an archbishop, and 
who bas never yet offîciated at the communion table." 

** I shall be ail the better preparçd." 

"But the subdeaconship, the deaconship, the priest- 
hoodl" 

" Bah I We will fînd somebody, — some second Jean 
des Entomeures, who will deapatch ail that in an hour." 

" I defy you to fînd him." 

" It is already done." 

"And whoisitr' 

" Yonr first almoner, the Bishop of Nantes, Tressan." 

" The fellow has an answer for every thing ! But your 
marriage î " 

" My marriage ! " 

" Yes, Madame Dubois." 

"Madame Dubois ! Who is that î " 

" What, fellow, hâve you assassinated her 1 " 

" Monseigneur forgets that it is only three days since 
he gave her her quarter's pension." 

" And if she should oppose your archbishopric î " 

" I defy her ; she has no proofs." 

" She may get a copy of the marriage certificate." 

" There is no copy without au original." 

"And the original] " 

'' Hère it is/' said Dubois, drawing from his pocket a 
little paper, containing a pinch of ashes. 

" What ! and are you not afraid that I shall send you 
to the galleysl" 
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" If you wish to do so, now is the time, for I hear the 
lieutenant of police speaking in the antechamber/' 

«Who sent for hirnî" 

« I did." 

"Whatforî" 

" To give him a scolding." 

**ror wbat reasonî** 

" You will hear. It is understood then, — I am an 
archbisbop." 

" And hâve you already chosen your archbishopric 1 " 

*• Yes, I take Cambrai." 

" Peste ! you are not hard to please î " 

" Oh, mon Dieu ! it is not for the profit ; it Is for the 
honor of succeeding Fénelon." 

" Shall we hâve a new ïelemachus î " 

" Yes, if your Highness will find me a Pénélope in the 
kingdom." 

"Apropos of Pénélope, you know that Madame de 
Sabran — " 

" I know ail." 

" Ah, Abbé ; your police, then, is as good as ever 1 *' 

" You shall judge." 

Dubois stretched out his hand, rang the bell, and a 
messenger appeared. 

" Send the lieutenant-general," said Dubois. 

" But, Abbé, it seems to me that you are giving orders 
hère ! " 

" It is for your good, Monseigneur; allow me." 

" Well, well ! " said the régent ; "one must be indulgent 
to new-comers." 

Messire Voyer d'Argenson entered. He was as ugly as 
Dubois, but his ugliness was of a very différent kind. 
He was tall, thick, and heavy ; he wore an immense wig, 
had great bushy eyebrows, and was invariably taken for 
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the De vil by children who saw liiiu for the first time. 
But with ail tliis, he was supple, active, skilful, cunniug, 
ami acquittée! himself of his officiai functions consci- 
eutiously when not diverted from his noctumal duties 
by some attraction of gallantry. 

" Messire d'Argenson," said Dubois, without evén 
leaving the lieutenant-general tirae to finish his bow, 
" Monseigneur, who has no secrets from me, bas sent for 
you that you may tell me in what costume he went out 
last night, in what bouse he passed the evening, and 
what happened to him on leaving it. I should not need 
to ask thèse questions if 1 had not just arrived from 
London; but you understand that as I travelled post 
from Calais, I know nothing." 

"But," said D'Argenson, who thought thèse questions 
concealed some snare, " did anything extraordinary hap- 
pen last evening ? I confess I received no report ; I hope 
no accident happened to Monseigneur] " 

** Oh, no, none ; only Monseigneur, who went out at 
eight o'clock in the evening, as a French guard, to sup 
with Madame de Sabran, was nearly carried off on leaving 
her house." ^ 

** Carried off!" cried D'Argenson, turning pale, while 
the régent could not restrain a cry of astonishment. 
" Carried off ! and by whom V* 

" Ah ! " said Dubois, " that is what we do not know, 
and what you ought to know, Messire d'Argenson, if you 
liad not passed your time that night at the couvent of the 
Madeleine de Traisnel instead of in the work of the police." 

" What, D'Argenson ! you, a grave raagistrate, give such 
an example ! " said the régent, laughing. " Never mind, 
I will receive you well if you come, as you hâve already 
done in the time of the late king, to bring me at the end 
of the year a journal of my acts." 
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"Monseigneur,** said the lieutenant, stammering, "I 
hope your Higbness does not believe a word of what 
the Abbé Dubob says.*' 

" What 1 instead of beiug humiliated by your ignorance, 
you give me the lie ! Monseigneur, I will take you to 
D' Argenson's seraglio, — an abbess of twenty-sîx years, 
and novices of fifteen ; a boudoir in India chintz, and 
cells hung with tapestry. Oh, Monsieur le Lieutenant 
de Police knows how to do things well." 

The régent held bis sides, laughing, seeing D'Ai^genson's 
disturbed face. 

" But,** replied the lieutenant of police, trying to bring 
back the conversation to the less disagreeable though, for 
him, more humiliating subject, " there is not much merit. 
Abbé, in your knowing the détails of an event which 
doubtless Monseigneur himself told you.*' 

" On my honor, D'Argenson," said the régent, " I did 
not tell him a word of it.** 

" Listen, Lieutenant. Is it Monseigneur also who told 
me the story of the novice of the Faubourg St. Marceau, 
who m you so nearly carried off over the couvent walls 1 Is 
it Monseigneuj; who told me of that house which you 
hâve had built under a false name, against the wall of 
the convent of the Madeleine, so that you can enter at 
ail hours by a door hidden in a closet, and which opens 
on the sacristy of the chapel of Saint Mark, your 
patron î No, no ; ail that, my dear Lieutenant, is the 
infancy of the art, and he who only knew this would 
not, I am sure, be worthy to undo the lacing of your 
shoes.** 

" Listen, Abbé," replied the lieutenant of police, with a 
grave air ; " if ail you bave told me about Monseigneur 
is true, the affair is serious, and I am in the wrong not 
to know it, if any one does. But there is no time lost ; 
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we will find the culprits and punish them as they 
deserve." 

"But," said the régent, "you must not attach too 
much importance to this; they were probably some 
drunken officers who wished to play a joke on one of 
their comrades." 

**It is a conspiracy, pure and simple, Monseigneur/' 
replied Dubois, "which émanâtes from the Spanish 
embassy, passing through the Arsenal to leach the 
Palais Royal/' 

«Again, Dubois 1" 

" Always, Monseigneur.** 

" And you, D'Argenson, what is your opinion î ** 

"Tliat your enemies are capable of anything, Mon- 
seigneur; but we will mar their plots, whatever they 
may be, — I give you my word," 

At this moment the door opened, and the Duc du 
Maine was announced, who came to attend the council, 
and whose privilège it was, as prince of the blood, not 
to be kept waitiug. He advanced with that timid and 
uneasy air which was natural to him, casting a side- 
glauce over the three persons in whose présence he found 
himself, as though to discover what subject they were 
discussing at the moment of bis arrivai. The régent 
understood bis though t. 

" Welcome, my cousin,** said he ; " thèse two bad 
fellows — whom you know — bave just beeu assuring me 
that you ai-e conspiring against me.'* 

The Duc du Maine turned as pale as death, and was 
obliged to lean for support on the crutch-shaped stick 
which he carried. 

"And I hope, Monseigneur," he replied in a voice 
which he vainly endeavored to render firm, " that you 
did not give ear to such a calumny." 
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" Ob| mon Dieuy no ! " replied the régent, n^ligently ; 
^* but they are obstinate, and déclare tbat tbey will take 
you one day in the act, I put no faith in their story, 
but at any rate, I give you warning; be on your guard 
against tbem, for they are clever fellows, I warrant you." 
• The Duo du Maine opened bis mouth to give utterance 
to some commonplace excuse, when the door opened again, 
and the usher announced successively the Duc de Bour^ 
bon, the Prince de Contî, the Duc de Saint-Simon, the 
Duc de Guiche, captain of the guards, the Duc de Noailles, 
président of the council of finance, the Duc d'Antin, 
superintendent of ships, the Maréchal d'Uxelles, président 
of the council of foreign afiFairs, the Bishop of Troyes, the 
Marquis de Lavrillière, the Marquis d'Effîat, th3 Duc de 
Laforce, the Marquis de Torcy, and the niarshals De 
Villeroy, D'Estrées, De Villars, and De Bezons. 

As thèse grave personages were gathered together to 
délibéra te upon the treaty of the quadruple alliance 
brought from London by Dubois, and as the treaty of 
the quadruple alliance figures only secondarily in this 
history, our readers will excuse our leaving the sumptu- 
ous reception-rooni in the Palais Eoyal, to lead them 
back to the attic in the Rue du Temps-Perdu. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

THE CONSPIRACY 18 RENEWED. 

D'Harmentâl, after placîng his hat and cloak on a chair, 
his pistols on his table, and his svvord under his pillow, 
threw himself dressed ou his hed ; and more happy than 
Damocles, he slept, though, like Damodes, threatened by 
a sword which hung over his head by a thread. 

When he awoke it was broad daylight, and as the even- 
ing before he had forgotten to close his shutters, the first 
thing he saw was a ray of sunshine playing joyously 
across his room, tracing fron) the wiudow to the door 
a brilliant line of light in whicli floated a thousand atoms. 
D'Harmental thought that he had been dreaming when 
he found hiraself again calm and tranquil in his little 
room, so neat and clean, while he might hâve been at that 
liour in sorae gloomy and sombre prison. For a moment 
he doubted the reality, reniembering what had happened 
the evening before ; but everything was still there, — the 
red ribbon, the hat and cloak on the chair, the pistols on 
the table, and the sword under the pillow ; and as a last 
proof, he himself was still there in the costume of the 
day before, which he had not taken off for fear of being 
surprised by sorae nocturnal visit. 
• D'Harmental jumped from his bed. His first look was 
for his neighbor's window ; it was already open, and he 
saw Bathilde passing and repassing in her room. He 
gave his second look to his mirror, which told him that 
conspiracies agreed with him. Indeed, his face was paler 
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than usual, and therefore more interestîug ; bis eyes were 
rather feveiish, and therefore more expressive ; so that it 
was évident that when he had smoothed his bair and 
arranged bis coUar and cravat he would be a most in- 
teresting person to Bathilde. D'Harmental did net say 
this, even to himself ; but the bad instinct whicb always 
impels our poor seuls to evil whispered thèse thougbts to 
him, — vagueiy and incompleteiy, it is true, and yet witb 
80 much force that when he went to his toilet be suited 
bis dress to the expression of his face ; that is to say, he 
dressed himself entirely in black, his bair was arranged 
witb a charming négligence, and he left his waistcoat 
more than usually open to give place to his sbirt-frill, 
whicb was adjusted with a grâce that was fuU of coquetry. 
Ail this was done without intention and in a preoccupied 
and careless manner; for D'Harmental, brave as be was, 
could not help remembering that at any minute he migbt 
be arrested ; it was done by instinct, so. that when tbe 
chevalier gave the last look in tbe glass before leaving 
bis little dressing-room, be smiled at himself with a mel- 
ancholy whicb doubled the charm of his countenance. 
There was no mistake as to the meaning of this smile, 
for he went directly to the window and opened it. 

Perhaps Bathilde had also ber projects for the moment 
when her neighbor sbould reappear. Perhaps she bad 
arranged a defence whicb sbould consist in uot looking 
toward him, or in closing her window after a simple récog- 
nition ; but at the noise her neigbbor's window made in 
opening, ail was forgotten, and she ran to the window, 
crying out, "Ah, there y ou are! Mon Dieu, Monsieur,* 
how anxious you bave made me ! " 

This exclamation was ten times more than D'Harmen- 
tal had hoped for. If he, on bis part, had pre^wired some 
well-turned and éloquent phrases, they were ail forgotten, 
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and claspîng his bands, ** Eathilde ! Bathilde ! " he cried, 
" you are, then, as good as you are beautiful ! " 

" Why good î " asked Bathilde. " Did you not tell nie 
that if 1 >vas an orphan, you also were witbout parents ] 
Did you not say that I was your sister, and you were my 
brotlier î " 

"Then, Bathilde, you prayed for meî" 

" AU night," replied the young girl, blushing. 

"And I thanked chance for having saved me, wben I 
owed ail to an angel's prayers I " 

" The danger is then past î " cried Bathilde, eagerly. 

"The night was dark and gloomy," replied D'Har- 
mental. " This morning, however, I was awakened by 
a ray of sunahiue, which, however, a cloud may again 
conceal. So it is with the danger I bave incurred; it 
bas passed away to give place to a great happiness, — 
that of knowing you bave thought of me ; yet it raay 
return. Ah," he continued, hearing steps on the stair- 
case, " there it is, perhaps, coming to knock on my door." 

At that moment, indeed, some one knocked three times 
on the chevalier's door. 

"Who is there î" asked D'Harmental from the win- 
dow, in a voice which, in spite of ail his firmness, be- 
trayed some émotion. 

" A friend," answered a voice. 

" Well ] " asked Bathilde, with anxiety. 

" Thanks to you, God still continues to protect me ; it 
is a friend who knocks. Once again, thanks, Bathilde." 
And the chevalier closed his window, sending the young 
girl a last salute which was very like a kiss ; then Jie 
opened the door to admit the Abbé Brigand, who, be- 
giuning to be impatient, had knocked again. 

" Well," said the abbé, on whose face it was impossible 
to see the smallest change, " what bas happened, then, 
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iny dear pupil, that you are sliut in thos by bolts and 
bars) Is it as a foretaste of the Bastille?" 

" HoUoa, Abbé ! " said D'Harmental, jovially, as if to 
contend with the abbe in indifférence to the dangers that 
surrounded them, ''no jokes of that sort, I beg; they 
might bring misfortune." 

'' But look I look ! " said Brigand, looking around ; 
'* would not any one suppose that a conspirator lived 
hère 1 Pistols on the table^ a sword on the pillow, and 
a hat and cloak on the chair. Ah, my dear pupil, you 
are in disorder hère, it appears to me. Corne, put ail this 
to rights, that I may not be able to perceive, when I 
makft you my paternal visit, what is done hère when 
I a m not présent." 

D'Harmental obeyed, admiring in this man of the 
Church the sang-froid which he himself, a man of the 
sword, found it difi&cult to obtain. 

" Very good," said Brigaud, watching him. " And this 
shouldei^knot which you hâve forgotten, and which was 
never niade for you (for it dates from the time when 
you were in jackets), put it away too. Who knows 11 — 
you may want it." 

** And what for. Abbé î " asked D'Harmental, laughing; 
"to wear at the régentas levée î*' 

" Oh, no, but for a signal to some good fellow who is 
passing. Come, put it away." 

" My dear Abbé," said D'Harmental, " if you are not 
the Devil in person, you are at least one of his most inti- 
mate acquaintances." 

" Oh, no ! I am a poor fellow who goes his own quiet 
way, and who, as he goes, looks high and low, right and 
left, — that is ail. Look, there is a ray of spring, the 
first, which knocks humbly at your window, and you do 
not open to it ; one would suppose you were afraid of 
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being seen. Ah, pardon ! I dîd not know that when 
your window is opened, another must close." 

" My dear Abbé, you are full of wit," replied D'Har- 
mental, " but terribly indiscreet ; so much so, that if you 
were a musketeer instead of an abbé, I should seek a 
quarrel with you." 

"A quarrel ! And why the devil would you quarrel, 
my dear fellow î Because I wish to open you a path to 
glory, fortune, and perhaps loveî Ah, that would be 
monstrous ingratitude ! " 

" Well, let us be friends. Abbé," said D'Harmental, 
offering his hand ; " and I shall not be sorry to hâve 
some news." 

"Of what?" 

" How do I knowî Of the Eue des Bons-Enfane, 
where there bas been a great dcal going on, I believe ; 
of the Arsenal, where, I understand. Madame du Maine 
bas given a soirée ; and even of the régent, who, if I may 
trust a dream I had, came back to the Palais Royal very 
late and rather agitated." 

"AU bas goiie well. The disturbance in the Rue des 
Bons-Enfans, if there was one, bas quite passed by, and 
the strect is still this morning ; Madame du Maine has as 
much gratitude for those whom important afFairs kept 
away from the Arsenal as she has contempt, I am sure, 
for those who were there; finally, the régent, dreaming 
last night, as usual, that he was King of France, has 
already forgotten that he almost became a prisoner of 
the King of Spain. Now we must begin again." 

"Ah, pardon, Abbé," said D'Harmental; "but, with 
your permission, it is the turn of the others. I shall not 
be sorry to rest a little myself." 

" Ah, that goes badly with the news I bring you." 

"What news î" 



256 LE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL. 

" There, now you are going into tbe opposite extrême. 
But no, you niust not die; you niust live, — live to tri- 
umph over our eneraies, and wear a beautiful uniform, 
with which you will turn ail the women's heads." 

** Oh, my dear Brigand, there is but one I wish to 
please." 

** Well, you shall please her firat, and the otbers 
aftervvard." 

" When must I go î" 

" This instant." 

" You will give me half an bourî " 

*' Not a second." 

" But I hâve not breakfasted." 

" You shall come and breakfast with me.'* 

" I hâve only two or three thousand francs bere, and 
that is not enough." 

" You will find a year's pay in your carnage." 

"Andclothesî" 

" Your trunks are full. Had I not your raeasure 1 
You will not be discontented with my tailor." 

" But at least, Abbé, tell me when I may return." 

" In six weeks to a day, the Duchesse du Maine will 
expect you at Sceaux." 

" But at least you will permit me to write a couple of 
lines." 

"Well, I will not be too exacting." 

The chevalier sat down and wrote, — 

Dear Bathilde, — To-day it is more tban a danger which 
threatens me ; it is a misfortune which overtakes me. I am 
forced to leave this instant, without seeing you, without bid- 
ding you adieu. I shall be six weeks absent. In the name 
of Heaven, Bathilde, do not forget him who will not pass an 
hour without thinking of you ! 

Raoul. 
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This letter written, folded, and sealed, the chevalier rose 
and went to the window ; but as we hâve said, that of his 
neighbor was closed when Brigand appeared. There was 
then no way of sending to Bathilde the despatch destined 
for her. D'Harmental made an impatient gesture. At 
this. moment they heard a scratching at the door. The 
abbe opened it, and Mirza, who, guided by her instinct 
and her greediness, had found her way to the giver of the 
bonbons, appeared on the threshold and entered the 
room, making lively démonstrations of joy. 

" Well," said Brigand, " who shall say God is not good 
to lovera î Yoii wanted a messenger, and hère is oue." 

** Abbé, Abbe," said D'Harmental, shaking his head, 
" do not enter into my secrets before I wish it." 

" Oh," replied Brigand, " a confessor, you know, is an 
abyss." 

" Then not a word will pass your lips î " 

" On my honor, Chevalier." 

D'Harmental tied the letter to Mirza's neck, and gave her 
a pièce of sugar as a reward for the commission she was 
about to accomplish ; and half sad at having lost his 
beautiful neighbor for six weeks, half glad at having re- 
gained his beautiful uniform, he took his money, put 
his pistols into his pockets, fastened on his sword^ took 
his hat and cloak, and foUowed the Abbé Brigand. 
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CHAPTER XXIIL 

THE ORDER OP THE HONEY-BEB. 

At tbe appoînted day and hour, -* that is to say, six weeks 
after hîs departure from the capital, and at four o'clock in 
the afteraoon, — D'Harmental, retumirig from Brittany, 
entered the courtyard of the Palace of Sceaux, wîth his 
post*horses going at full gallop. Servants in full livery 
waited on the doorstep, and everything announced prépa- 
rations for a fête. D'Harmental entered, crossed the hall, 
and found himself in a large room, where about twenty 
persons were assembled, standing in groups talking, while 
waiting for the mistress of the house. 

There were, among others, the Comte de Laval, the 
Marquis de Pompadour, the poet Saint-Genest, the old 
Abbé de Chaulieu, Saint-Aulaire, Madame de Bohan, 
Madame de Croissy, Madame de Charost, and Madame 
de» Brissac. 

D'Harmeutal went straight to the Marquis de Pompa- 
dour, the member of this noble and intelligent assembly 
with whom he was best acquainted. They shook hands. 
Then D'Harmental, drawing him aside, said, "My dear 
Marquis, can y ou tell me how it is that where I expected 
to find only a dull political assembly I find préparations 
for a fêteî" 

" Faith, I know nothing about it, my dear Chevalier," 
replied Pompadour ; "and I am as astonished as you are. 
I hâve just returned from Normandy myself." 

" Ah ! you also bave just arrived î " 
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" This instant. I asked the same question of Lavarl ; 
but lie has just arrived from Switzerland, and knows no 
more than we do." 

At this moment the Baron de Valef was announced. 

" Ah, pardieu / now we shall know," continued Pompa- 
dour. " Valef is so intimate with the duchess he will be 
able to tell us." 

Valef, recognizing them, came toward thera. D'Har- 
niental and Valef had not seen each other since the day 
of the duel with which this history opened, so that they 
met with pleasure; then after exchanging compliments, 
"My dear Valef," said D'Harmental, "can y ou tell me 
what is the meaning of this great asaembly, when I ex- 
pected to find only a sélect committeeî" 

" Faith, I know nothing about it," said Valef; "I hâve 
just come from Madrid." 

**Every one has just arrived from somewhere," said 
Pompadour, laughing. " Ah, hère is Malezieux ! I hope 
he has been no farther than Dombes or Chatenay ; and 
since, in any case, he must hâve returned by way of 
Madame du Maiue's chamber, we shall bave some news 
at last." 

At thèse words Pompadour made a sign to Malezieux, 
but the worthy chancellor was so gallant that before obey- 
ing it he must acquit himself of bis duty toward the 
la<iies. After he had bowed to them, he came toward the 
group forraed by Pompadour, D'Harmental, and Valef. 

" Come, my dear Malezieux," said Pompadour, " we are 
waiting for you most impatiently. We hâve just arrived 
from the four quarters of the globe, it appears, — Valef 
from the south, D'Harmental from the west, Laval from 
the east, I from the north, you from I don't know where ; 
so that we confess that we are very curions to know what 
we are expected to do hère at Sceaux." 
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** You hâve corne to assist at a great solemnîty, — at 
the réception of a new knight of the Order of the Honey- 
lioe." 

** Peste/** said D'Harmental, a lîttle piqaed that they 
fthould iiot bave left hîm time to go to the Rue du Temps- 
Periiu before coming to Sceaux ; " I understand now why 
Madame du Maine told us to be so exact to the ren- 
dezvous. As to myself, I am very grateful to her 
Highness." 

" First of ail, you must kuow, young man," interrupted 
Mulezieux, *^ that there is no Madame du Maine nor High- 
nesB in the question. ïhere is only the beautiful fairy 
Ludovisc, the queen of the Bées, whom every one must 
oboy blindly. Now, our queen is all-wise as well as all- 
powerfid ; and when you know who is the knight we are 
to receive, you will not regret your diligence." 

** And who is it î " asked Valef, who, arriving from the 
greatoât distance, was naturally the most anxious to know 
why he had been summoned home. 

** Hia Excellency the Prince de Cellamare." 

** Ah," said Pompadour, "I begin to understand." 

« And !;• aaid Valef. 

" And I," said D'Harmental. 

^*Very well,*' said Malezieux, smillng; ''and before the 
end of the evening you will understand stiU better; 
nu^anwhile, do not try to see further. It is not the 
tir;4t timo you hâve entered with your eyes bandaged, is 
it, Monsieur d*Harmental T* 

Malczieux then advanced toward a little man with 
a flat face, flowing hair, and a discontented ez[Hression, 
who seeroed quite embarrasaed at finding himself ia so 
noble Company, and whom D'Harroental saw then for 
the first time. He therefore asked Pompadour who that 
little man was. Pompadour replied that it was the poet 
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Lagrange-Chancel. The young men looked at the new- 
comer with a curiosity mixed with disgust ; then turning 
away, and leaving Pompadoiir to advance toward the Car- 
dinal de Polignac, who entered at this moment, they weiit 
into the embrasure of a window to talk over the occur- 
rences of the evening. 

The Order of the Honey-Bee had been founded by 
Madame du Maine, in allusion to the motto printed in 
Tasso's " Aminta," and which she had adopted on the oc- 
casion of her marriage, " Piccola si, ma fa puo gravi le 
ferite," — a motto which Malezieux, in the constancy of 
his poetical dévotion to the granddaughter of the great 
Condé, had translated as foUows : — 

** The bee, thoiigh very small, 

Can do great things. 
Respect its fatal thrust ; 

Avoid its stings. 
Flee, if you can, the darts 

That in its body lie ; 
It stings and takes to wing, — 

It is a cunning fly." 

This order had, like others, its décorations, its ofi&cers, 
and its grand-master. The décoration was a medal, repre- 
senting on one side a hive, and on the other the queen- 
bee ; it was hung by a lemon-colored ribbon, and was 
worn by every knight whenever he came to Sceaux. The 
officers were Malezieux, Saint- Aulaire, the Abbe de Chau- 
lieu, and Saint-Genest. Madame du Maine was grand- 
master. 

It was composed of thirty-nine members, and could not 
exceed this number. The death of Monsieur de Nevers 
had left a vacancy, which was to be filled by the nomina- 
tion of the Prince de Cellamare. The fact was that 
Madame du Maine had tliought it safer to cover this 
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political meeting with a frivolous pretext, feelÎDg sure 
that a fête iu the gardens at Sceaux would appear 
les3 suspîcious in the eyes of Dubois and Messire 
Voyer d'Argensou than an assombly at the Arsenal. 
And tberefore, as wîll be seen, nothing had been 
forgotten to give its old spleudor to the Order of the 
Honey-Bee. 

At four o*clock precisely, the time fixed for the cere- 
mony, the doors of the salon were opened, and in a gal- 
lery hung with crimson satin, which was spaugled with 
silver bées, the beautiful fairy Ludovise appeared, seated 
on a throne raised on three steps. Her small stature and 
the delicacy of her features, even more than the golden 
wand in her hand, gave her the appearance of the aerial 
beiug whose name she had assumed. She made a gesture 
with her hand, and ail her court, passing from the salon 
into the gallery, arranged themselves in a half-circle round 
her throne, on the steps of which the dignitaries of the 
order placed themselves. 

When every one had taken his place, a side-door was 
opened, and Bessac, an ensign in the guards of Monsieur 
du Maine, entered, wearing the costume of a herald, — 
a cherry-colored robe, adorned with silver-bees, and a hel- 
met in the form of a hive, — and announced in a loud 
voice, " His Excellency the Prince de Cellamare." 

The prince entered, advanced gravely toward the queen 
of the Bées, bent one knee upon the first step of the 
throne, and waited.* 

" Prince de Samarcand," said the herald, " give atten- 
tive ear to the rules of the order which the great fairy 

1 We need not inform onr readers that thèse détails are entirely his- 
torié, and that we neither invent nor iinitate ; they are copied as they 
stand, not from **Le Malade Imaginaire," nor from "Le Boui-geois 
Gentilhomme," but from *'Les Divertissements de Sceaux." 
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Ludovise deigns to confer on you, and consider well what 
y ou are about to do." 

The prince bowed, to inSicate that he understood ail 
tbe importance of the engagements he was about to 
undertake. 

The herald continued : — 

** Article First. You promise and swear inviolable fidel- 
ity and blind obédience to the perpétuai dictatress of the 
incomparable Order of the Honey-Bee. Swear by the 
sacred Mount Hymettus." 

At that moment music was heard issuing from a hidden 
source, and invisible musicians chanted : — 

** Swear, uobleman of Samarcand ; 
Swear, worthy son of the Grand Khan." 

" I swear it by the sacred Mount Hymettus," said the 
prince. 

Then the choir responded, and the voices of ail présent 
joined with it in singing : — 

** Il principe di Samarcand, 
Il digno figlio del Gran' Ehan, 
Ha giurato : 
Sia ricevuto.'* 

After this refrain had been sung three times, the herald 
resumed : — 

" Article Second, You promise and swear to be présent 
at the enchanted palace of Sceaux, headquarters of the 
Order of the Honey-Bee, whenever there shall be a session 
of the chapter, — leaving ail other affairs, and not seeking 
to be excused on any trivial pretext, such as goût, excess 
of phlegm, or Burgundy itch.* 

1 With ail our researches we hâve been able to discover neither the 
cause nor the effect of this disease. 
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The choir 'sang : — 

** Swear, prince of Samarcand ; 
Swear, worthy son of the Grand Khan." 

'* I swear it by the sacred Mount Hymettus/' said the 
prince. 

The herald continued : — 

" Article Tkird, You promise and swear to leani ail 
contra-dances of every kind, and to dance them on ail oc- 
casions, especially on dog-days, and not to stop dancing, 
unless so ordered, till the perspiration cornes through your 
clothes and foam stands on your lips." 

** Swear, prince of Samarcand ; 
Swear, worthy son of the Grand Khan." 

" I swear it by the sacred Mount Hymettus." 
*' Article Fourth, You promise and swear to scale gal- 
lantly ail hay-stacks, however high they may be, and not 
to be checked by fear of falls, however frightful." 

** Swear, prince of Samarcand ; 
Swear, worthy son of the Grand Khan." 

" I swear it by the saored Mount Hymettus." 
" Article Fifth, You promise and swear to take under 
your protection honey-bees of every kind, to do no harm 
to any one of them, and bravely to allow them to sting 
you without brushing them away, whatever part of your 
person they may attack." 

" Swear, prince of Samarcand ; 
Swear, worthy son of the Grand Khan." 

" I swear it by the sacred Mount Hymettus." 
^^ Article Sixth, You promise and swear to respect the 
chief work of honey-bees, and following the example of 
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our grand dictatrees, to hold in horror the profane use 
made of it by apothecaries, even though y ou flhould be 
bursting with repletion." 

" Swear, prince of Samarcand ; 
Swear, worthy son of the Grand Khan." 

" I swear it by the sacred Mount Hymettus." 
" Article Seventk and Ldst. You promise and swear 
carefully to keep the glorious badge of your dignity, and 
never to appear before your dictatress without having on 
your aide the medal with wbich she is about to honor 
you." 

" Swear, prince of Samarcand ; 
Swear, worthy son of the Grand Khan." 

" I swear it by the sacred Mount Hymettus." 
As soon as this last vow was swom to, ail joined in 
singing : — 

" Il principe di Samarcand, 
Il digno iiglio del Gran' Khan, 
Ha giurato ; 
Sia ricevuto. " 

The fftiry Ludovise then rose, and taking from the 
hands of Malezieux the medal, attached to a lemon-col- 
ored ribbon, she made a sign to the prince to approach, 
and repeated the folio wing lines, the merit of which was 
enhanced by the significance of the situation: — 

** Worthy envoy of a grand monarch, 
Keceive from me the glorious mark 
Of the order promised you. 

Thessandre, be informed by me 
That, numbered now among my friends, 

You are made a knight of the Honey-Bee." 

The prince kneeled, and the fairy Ludovise passed the 
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ribbon arouud his neck. At the same moment ail began 
to sîng; — 

** Viva semprè, vivn, et in onore cresca 
Il novo cavalière délia Mosca." 

Two folding-doors were then thrown open, disclosing to 
view a magnificent supper, served in a bail splendidljr 
illuininated. 

The uew knight of the Bee ofFered his hand to the dic- 
tatress, the fairy Ludovise, aud they moved toward the 
supper-rooni, followed by the otlier guests. But at the 
door they were stopped by a beautiful child, in the guise 
of Love, who held in liis hand a glass globe, contai ning 
a sniall roll of paper for every guest. It was a lottery of a 
novel kind, — a worthy sequel to the ceremony we hâve 
described. 

Among the tickets in this lottery there were ten on 
which were written the words, "Song," "Madrigal," 
" Epigrani," " Impromptu," etc. Those to whom thèse 
tickets fell were expected to acquit themselves of the 
obligations thus imposed on them during the repast. 
The rest were under no obligation except to applaud, 
to driuk, and to eat. 

On seeing this poetic lottery, the four ladies claimed 
exemption on tiie score of incompetency ; but Madame 
du Maine declared that no one should be exempt. The 
ladies, however, were authorized to choose each a col- 
laborator, who, in exchange, should be entitled to a kiss. 
It will be seen that nothing could be more pastoral. 

That amendment to the law having been made, the 
fairy Ludovise firat put her little hand into the glass 
globe and took from it a paper which she unrolled ; it 
contained the word "Impromptu." 

The others then drew ; but whether by chance or by 
adroit contrivance the poetical tasks fell almost exclu- 



THE ORDER OF THE HONEY-BEE. 267 

sively to Chaulieu, Saint-Genest, Malezieux, Saint-Aulaire, 
and Lagrange-Chancel. 

Madame de Croissy, Madame de Rohan, and Madame 
de Brissac drew the other lots and immediately chose for 
coUaborators Malezieux, Saint-Genest, and the Abbé de 
Chaulieu, who thns found themselves burdened with a 
double task. 

As to D'Harmental, he had drawn, to his great delight, 
a blank ticket, which, as we hâve said, limited his obliga- 
tions to applauding, drinking, and eating. 

This little opération being concluded, each person took 
the place at the table designated in advance by a card 
bearing his name. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE P0ET8 OF THE REGENCY. 

In justice to Madame la Duchesse du Maine it must be 
said that this famous lottery, which recalled the best 
days of the Hôtel Rambouillet, was net so ridiculous as 
to a superficial view it might appear. In the fiist place, 
trivial verses, sonnets, and epigrams were very much in 
fashion at that period, whose barrenness they faîthfully 
reflected. That great flame of poetry kindled by Cor- 
neille and Racine was dying ont, and its rays, whîch had 
lighted the world, had dwindled to a few feeble sparks, 
which shone in a social circle, ran through a dozen small 
assemblies, and then expired. And then there was still 
another motive for this compétition, besides that of fash- 
ion. Five or six persons only were acquainted with the 
real purpose of the fête, and it was necessary to fill with 
trivial amusements the two hours of the repast. 

During the eariy part of the banquet the guests were, 
as is usual, cold and silent ; but presently arose the light, 
buzzing Sound which is the prélude to a gênerai conver- 
sation. The beautiful fairy Ludovise, preoccupied doubt- 
less with the impromptu which the lottery had assigned 
to her, and unwilling to encourage the bad example of 
choosing a collaborator, was silent, and that silence natu- 
rally cast a shade of gloom upon the banquet. 

Malezieux saw that it was time to pluck up the evil by 
the roots, and addressing himself to the Duchesse du 
Maine, " Beautiful fairy Ludovise," said he, " your sub- 
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jects complain bitterly of your silence, to which y ou hâve 
not accustoraed them, and hâve charged me to bear their 
coin plaint to the foot of your throne." 

** Alas," said the duchesa, " you see, my dear Chan- 
celier, I am like the crow in the fable, who wished to 
imitate the eagle and carry off a lamh. I ara caught by 
m y impromptu and am unable to free myself." 

" Then," replied Malezieux, " permit me, for the first 
time, to anathematize the laws imposed by you. But you 
hâve 80 accustomed us, beautiful Priucess, to the sound 
of your voice and the charm of your wit that we can- 
not get along without them. 

"Each Word that cometh from thee 
Is as thrilling as words can be, — 
A thousand ways sublime. 

Pardon, Princess, if I choose 
To sing thy praîse in rhyme, 

Who withhold'st from us thy prose." 

**My dear Malezieux,'* cried the duchess, "I place your 
impromptu to my own account. And now my debt to 
the Company is paid ; I owe no one anything except a 
kiss to you." 

" Bravo I " cried ail the guests. 

"And now, gentlemen," said the duchess, "from this 
moment, no more private conversation; each owes him- 
self to ail. Come, my Apollo," she continued, turn- 
ing toward Saint-Aulaire, who was conversing in a low 
tone with Madame de Rohan, " we will begin our inqui- 
sition with you. Tell us aloud the secret you whispered 
just now to your beautiful neighbor." 

It appeared that the secret was not of a kind to be 
repeated aloud ; for Madame de Rohan blushed to the 
whites of her eyes, and made a sign to Saint-Aulaire to 
be silent. The latter reassured her by a gesture, and then 



270 LE CHEVALIER D'HABMENTAL. 

turning towanl the duchess, to whom he owed a madrigal, 
'< Ma<lame/' said he, replying in his tum, and at the sa me 
time acquitting himself of the obligation imposed bj the 
lottery, — 

" The goddess who pleases herself 
By asking my secret from me. 
If I were ApoUo, would not be my mase ; 
Till the end of the day she Thetis would be.** 

This madrigal, which five years later would hâve made 
Saint-Aulaire a member of the Academy, had such success 
that for some moments no one dared to follow him, and 
after the applause had ceased, there was silence. The 
duchess broke the silence by reproaching Laval for not 
eating. 

'^You forget my jaw/* said Laval, pointing to tbe 
bandage around his chin. 

" We forget your wound ! " replied Madame du Maine, 
— "a wound received in the defence of the country, and 
in the service of our illustrious father, Louis XIV. ! You 
mistake, my dear Laval ; it is the régent who has forgotten 
it." 

" In any case," said Malezieux, " it seems to me, my 
dear Count, that a wound so well placed is a reason for 
pride rather than regret. 

"Mars has struck thee with his thunder, 
'Mid a thousand scènes of wonder, 
Wortliy of Laval's great name. 

Still thon hast a throat for drinking ; 
That *s the main thing, to my thinking. 

Be glad that organ 's still the same.*' 

"Yes," said the Cardinal de Polignac, "but if the 
présent weather continues, my dear Malezieux, LavaFs 
throat runs great risk of not swallowing any wine this 
year." 
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" How is tbat ] " asked Chaulieu, with anxiety. 

" * How is that î ' my dear Anacreon. Do you not know 
what is going on in the sky î " 

"Alas," said Chaulieu, turning toward the duchess, 
**your Eminence is aware that I can no longer see the 
sky well enough to distinguish the stars ; but I am only 
the more conceraed for what happens there.'* 

** It happens that my vine-dressers write me from Bur- 
g.indy that everything is burned up by the sun, and that 
the approaching harvest is ruin^d if we remain a few days 
longer without rain." 

" Do you hear, Chaulieu î " asked Madame du Maine, 
laughing. " They want rain, and you bave such a horror 
of water ! Do you hear what bis Eminence says î " 

" Oh, very true," said Chaulieu ; " but there is a way 
to harmonîze ail wishes. 

** Water is hateful to me, my dear; 
l 'm angry when it cornes toc near, 
And shudder like a raan deranged. 

And yet, in spite of ail niy pain, 
To-day I iind my heart is changed, — 

Our viues are crying out for rain. 

** Heaven, give rain with gênerons hand ; 
Pour out water o'er the land, 
Now, alas, dried up ail over. 

But when thèse rains shall come to pass, 
I '11 do my drinking under cover, 

Lest some should fall into my glass." 

" But we want no rain to-night ! " cried the duchess. 
" It would dérange the entertainment which our good De 
Launay is at this moment preparing in our gardens." 

"Ah, that explains why our amiable prodigy is not 
with us,'* said Pompadour. " She is sacrificing herself 
for us, and we forget her î We are ungrateful. To her 
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health, Chaulieu ! " And Pompadoar raised his glass, — 
a movement immediately imitated by the sexagenarîau 
lover of the future Madame de ScaaL 

'* One moment ! one moment ! ** cried Maleâeox, hold- 
ing out his enipty glass to Saint-Genest. " FesU I don't 
leave me outi 

" I maintain that a solid mind 
Will no good in emptiness fînd. 
As for me, I scorn and float it. 

And will fîght it at every pass. 
Since there may be some who doubt it, 

Saint-Genest, fill up my glass." 

Saint-Genest bastened to obey the reqaest of the Chan- 
cellor of Bombes ; but in replacing the bottle, either by ac- 
cident or by design he upset a lamp, and put out the light. 
The duchess, who with watchful eyes observed everj- 
thing that happeued, rallied him on his awkwardness. 

Doubtless that was precisely what the good abbe de- 
sired ; for turning at once toward Madame du Maine^ 
"Beautiful fairy," he said, "you do wrong to laugh at 
my awkwardness. What you take for stupidity is simply 
an act of homage to your beautiful eyes.'^ 

'^ And how is that, my dear Abbé t Homage paid to 
my eyes, do you sayî" 

"Yes, noble fairy/' continued Saint-Genest; "I hâve 
said it, and I will prove it. 

« My muse, severe and impolite, 
Maintains that so mnch light at nîght 
Is nseless in the skies. 

Since, when Aminta lifts her veil, 
And shows the glory of her eyes, 

AU other light tums pale." 

This madrigal, so elegantly tumed, would doubtless 
hâve been rewarded by the applause which it deserved. 
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if at thft very moiuent when Saint-Genest was uttering 
the last line, Madame du Maine, in spite of ail her efforts 
to control herself, had not sncezed outrageoiisly, — with 
so much noise tliat to Saint-Genest's great disappoint- 
ment the conclusion of his stanza was lost to the greater 
portion of the listeners. But in that corapany of wit- 
hunters nothing could be lost. What was an annoyance 
to one was a help to another ; and hardly had the duchess 
allowed that untimely sneeze to escape, when Malezieux, 
catching it on the wing, cried ont, — 

" Oh, now I am astounded 
At tlic noise that just resoimded 
From the beantiful goddess ! 
Great indeed is the princess, 
But sniall the nose that sounded, 
And so I am astounded ! " 

This last impromptu was of so superior excellence that 
it imposed a moment's silence on the company before 
they could descend from the heights of poesy to the com- 
monplaces of plain prose. 

Meanwhile D'Harmeiital, availing himself of the free- 
dom accord ed by his blank lottery-ticket, had remained 
silent, or rather had exchanged with Valef, who sat next 
to hira, a few words, and a few smiles half suppressed. 
As for the rest, as Madame du Maine had foreseen, not- 
withstanding the very natural préoccupation of some of 
the guests, the party as a whole had kept up such an 
appearance of frivolity that no one could hâve su&pected 
that this appearance hid the secret windings of a con- 
spiracy. And therefore, either by force of voluntary 
effort, or through satisfaction in seeing her ambitions 
projects progressing so favorably, the beautiful fairy Lu- 
do vise had presidtd at the banquet with wonderful prés- 
ence of mind, grâce, and gayety. And as we hâve seen, 

18 



274 LE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL. 

Malezieux, Saînt-Aulaire, Cbaiilîeu, and Saint-Genest had 
seconded ber to tbe best of tbeir ability. 

Meanwbile tbe time for leaving tbe table was approacb- 
ing. ïbey could bear, tbrougb tbe closed Windows and 
tbe partly open doors, vagne snatcbes of music wbicb 
came in from tbe garden, intimatîng tbat a new order 
of entertainments awaited tbe guests. Madame du Maine 
announced tbat baving expressed to Fontenelle, on tbe 
eveuing before, ber intention to observe tbe rising of tbe 
planet Venus, sbe bad received during tbe day an excel- 
lent télescope from tbe autbor of ** Les Mondes," tbe use 
of wbicb sbe ofFered to tbe company for making tbeir 
astronomie studies of tbat be^utiful star. 

Tbis announcement gave Malezieux so fine an oppor- 
tunity to launcb a madrigal tbat be could not fail to take 
advantage of it. Since Madame du Maine seemed to 
apprebend tbat Venus migbt bave risen already, "Ob, 
beautiful fairy," said be, " you know better tban any one 
else tbat on tbat score we bave notbing to fear. 

'* For making observations 

AU things are in array ; 
When we leave tbe hall of feasting 

We shall see Cytherea. 
Yes, end that long repast, 

Princess incomparable ; 
Venus will rise at last, 

When you shall leave the table." 

Tbus Malezieux ended tbe séance, as be had opened it. 
AU were rising from tbe table in tbe midst of tbe ap- 
plause, when Lagrange-Cbancel, wbo bad not said a word 
in tbe wbole course of tbe repast, turned toward tbe 
ducbess. 

"Pardon, Madame," be said, "I also bave a debt to 
pay; and altbough no one seems to demand tbat it be 
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paid, I am too conscientious a debtor not to discharge 
it." 

**0h, tnte, my Archilochus," replied the duchess; 
" hâve you not a sonnet for us 1 " 

" By no means, Madame," replied Lagrange-Chancel. 
" Fate has reserved for me an ode ; and fate is very wise, 
for I know myself that I hâve but little aptitude for ail 
this poetry of the drawing-room which is so much in 
vogue at the présent day. My muse, you know, Madame, 
is Nemesis, and my inspiration, instead of descending from 
heaven, rises up from hell. Be so kind, therefore, Madame 
la Duchesse, as to ask thèse ladies and gentlemen to bestow 
upon me for a moment that attention which since the 
beginning of the repast they hâve given to others." 

Madame du Maine answered only by resuming her seat, 
and the others immediately followed her example. Then 
there was a moment's silence, during which the eyes of ail 
the guests were fixed with some anxiety upon this man 
who himself avowed his muse to be a Fury, and Acheron 
his Hippocrene. 

Then Lagrange-Chancel rose ; his eye glowed with a 
threatening light, and a bitter smile curled his lip. 
With a hollow voice, which harmonized perfectly with 
the words which fell from his lips, he recited the foUow- 
ing lines, which were destined eventually to be read in 
the Palais Eoyal, and to dvaw from the regeut tears of 
indignation, wituessed by Saint-Simon : — 

** You,i whose éloquent speech 

Against two tyrants inhuman 
Once bravely dared to teach 

War to the Greek and the Roman, 
Give me yoiir power, that I may pierce 
The armor of a beast more fierce. 

^ Demosthenes and Cicero. 
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I bum to go where you ]ead, 
And wiil even make the attempt, 
From ail chilling fears exempt, 

Channed by your glorîous deed. 

** He had hardly opened his eyes 

When — such as to-day he is shown — 
He filled the air with his cries, 

Because he was kept from the throne. 
To those détestable ideas, 
Spriing from the Cirées and Medeas,^ 

His mind alone aspires, 
Thinking by that infernal art 
To bridge the chasm that apart 

Keeps him from his desires. 

•* Ferry man beneath the earth, 

Prépare thyself, without diamay, 
To pass the shades of royal birth 

Philippe begins to send thy way. 
Oh, horrors, horrors still pursuing ! 
Oh, losses ever fresh accruing ! 

Moumed by tears that could not save. 
So on a wide-flowing river, 
Whose rapid course goes on forever. 

Wave is followed still by wave. 

" Thus the sons,* their father weeping,* 

By the same hand are robbed of life ; 

The brothers side by side are sleeping ; 

The husband follows then the wife.* 

Then — fatal blow, that bringa the end ! — 

Two sons,^ on whom our hopes dépend, 

1 As may be remembered, the Dnc d'Orléans was an excellent chem- 
ist. It was principally upon his studies with Humbert in that science 
that were based the calumnies to which the life of Louis XV. has done 
justice. 

s The Duc de Bourgogne and the Duc de Béni. 

* The elder dauphin. 

* Monsieur le Dauphin, and Madame la Dauphine. 

* The sons of the young dauphin. 
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The sweeping scythe of Fate pursue& 
The first of thèse has joined his raee ; 
The other,! with a pallid face, 

Awaits the call iione can i*efuse. 

*• O KiDg,2 attended while alive 

With incense and prosperity, 
Thou wilt not sce thyself revive 

In thy three-branched posterity. 
Thon know'st the author of this deed, 
And the vile miuister to his gi-eed,* 

Worthy a prince deteated. 
May both be buried in one grave ! 
Destroy their lives, and thou wilt save 

The remnant of thy race molested. 

•* Pursue this coward * prince to death, 

Already by his fears undone ; 
Let hatred curse his dying breath, 

Who bears the scorn of every one. 
Upon his head, weighed down by crimes, 
Fall Mithridates' lot betimes 

When presscd by Boman bands. 
And in his last suprême despair 
May he the fateful poison dare, 

Prepared by his own hands ! '* 

It is impossible to describe the effect produced by thèse 
Unes, foUowing as they did the impromptus of Malezieux, 
the madrigals of Saint-Aulaire, the songs of Chaulieu. 
Ail looked at one another in silence, and as if fright- 
ened at finding themselves for the first time face to face 
with those hideous calumnies which until then had lurked 
in obscnrity, and had not ventured out into open day- 
light. The duchess herself, who had yielded the most 

1 Louis XV. 
8 Louis XIV. 

3 Humbert the chemist. 

4 It will not be forgott^n that the allusion hère is to the hero of 
Steenkirk, of Nerwinden, and Lérida. 
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gether by garlands of ligbt, whîch changed the niglit înto 
brilliant day. At the same time delicious miisic was heard 
issuing from an invisible source ; then to the sound of this 
music there was seen approaching through the wide avenue 
something so étrange and unexpected that so soon as the real 
meauing of the affair was understood, slionts of laugfater 
burst from every side. It was a game of gigantic ninepins 
which advanced slo\%ly in the middle of the wide avenue, 
preced^d by its nine and accompanied by its balL When 
they had arrived within a short distance from the 
porch, the ninepins arranged themselves gracefnlly in 
the usual order, and after bowing before Madame du 
Maine, — while the bail kept on rolling to her very feet, 
— began to sing a sad complaint to the effect that until 
this day the game of ninepins, less fortunate than the 
games of roundabout, foot-ball, and tennis, had been ex- 
iled from the gardens of Sceaux, and to ask for a reform 
of this injustice and that this game should enjoy, in coni- 
mon with its fellow games, the privilège of amusing the 
noble guests of the beautiful fairy Ludovise. This lament 
was a cantata for nine voices, accompanied by viols an<i 
flûtes, interspersed with bass solos sung by the bail with 
a most original effect. The demand it expressed was 
seconded by ail the guests, and granted by Madame du 
Maine. Immediately, at a given signal, and as an expres- 
sion of joy, the ninepins began a ballet, accompanied bj 
80 singular tossings of the head and so grotesque motions 
of the body that the snccess of the dancers surpassed even 
that of the singera, and Madame du Maine, in the pleas- 
ure she derived from the performance, expressed to the 
game of ninepins her regret at having neglected it so long, 
and her great pleasure in niaking its acquaintance, au- 
thorizing it from this time forth, in virtue of her power 
as queen of the Bées, to call itself the noble game of nine- 
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pins, that it might be no longer in any way inferior to its 
rival, — the noble game of goose. 

As Roon as this favor was granted, the pins gave place 
to new personages, who had just approaohed througl^ the 
broad avenue. Thèse personages, seven in number, were 
entirely covered with furs, which concealed their forms, 
and shaggy caps, which hid their faces ; they walked 
slowly, having in their midst a sied drawn by two rein- 
deer, which indicated that they were a deputatio»from 
the polar régions. In fact, it was an embassy which the 
people of Greenland had sent to the fairy Ludovise. This 
embassy was led by a chief wearing a long cloak lined 
with sable, and a fox-ekin cap from which three tails were 
hanging, — one over each shoulder, and the third down 
the back. Approaching Madame du Maine, the chief 
bowed, and speaking for the deputation, — 

" Madame," said he, " the Greenlanders having delib- 
erated, in a gênerai national assembly, upon sending one 
of their chief m en to your Most Serene Highness, I liave 
had the honor to be chosen to place myself at their head and 
to offer you, in their name, the sovereignty of their States." 
The allusion was so évident, and y et so safe, that a 
murniur of approbation ran through the whole assembly, 
and a gracious smile touched the lips of the beautiful 
fairy Ludovise. The ambassador, visibly encouraged by 
this réception, continued, — 

" Famé has told us, even in the midst of our snows, in 
our poor little corner of the world, of the charms, the viiv 
tues, and the inclinations of your Most Serene Highness. 
We know that you abhor the sun." 

This allusion was as quickly seized on as the fîrst, for 
tbe sun was the regent's device ; and as we hâve said, 
Madame du Maine was well known for her prédilection 
in favor of night. 
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" Consequently, Madame," coiitinued the ambassador, 
*' as in our geographical position God bas blessed us with 
six montbs of nigbt and six months of twUight^ we corne 
to propose to you to take refuge in oui land froiu the suii 
wliich you so much dislike ; and in recompense for tbat 
which you leave hère, we offer you the title of Queen of 
the Greenlanders. We are certain that your présence will 
cause our arid plains to flower, and that the wisdom of 
your^laws will conquer our stubbom spirit, and that, 
thanks to the gentleness of your reign, we shall renounce 
a liberty less sweet than your rule." 

" But," said Madame du Maine, " it seems to me that 
the kingdom you offer me is rather distant ; and I confess 
I do not like long voyages." 

"We hâve anticipated your reply, Madame," replied 
the ambassador ; " and thanks to the enchantmeuts of 
a powerful magician, fearing that, more immovable thau 
Mahomet, you might not wish to go to the mountain, we 
bave arranged that the mountain should corne to you. 
Holloa, genii of the Pôle ! " continued the chief, describing 
some cabalistic circles in the air with bis wand, " disclose 
to ail eyes the palace of your new sovereign." 

At this moment fantastic music was heard; the vêil 
which covered the pavilion of Aurora was raised as if by 
magie, and the water showed the reflection of a light 
80 skilfully shed abroad that it might bave been takeu 
for that of the moon. By this light was seeu, on au 
island of ice and at the foot of a snowy peak. the palace 
of the Queen of the Greenlanders, to which led a bridge 
80 light that it seemed to be mado of a floating cloud. 
Theu, in the midst of gênerai acclamation, the ambassador 
took from the hands of one of bis suite a crown, which he 
placed on the ducbess's head, and which she received with 
as haughty a gesture as though it had been a real crown. 
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Then, getting into tho sledge, she went toward the marine 
palace ; and while the guards prevented the crowd from 
foUowing her into her new domain, she crossed the bridge 
and entered with the seven ambassadors. At the same 
instant the bridge disappeared, — as if, by an allusion not 
less transparent than those which had preceded, the skil- 
ful machinist had wished to separate the past from the 
future, — and fireworivs expressed the joy of the Green- 
landers at seeing their new sovereign. 

Meanwhile Madame du Maine was introduced by an 
Tisher into the most retired part of the palace; and the 
seven ambassadors having thrown ofiF caps and cloaks, she 
found herself surrounded by the Prince de Cellamare, Car- 
dinal Polignac, the Marquis de Pompadour, the Comte de 
Laval, the Baron de Valef, the Chevalier d'Harmental, and 
Malezieux. As to the usher, who, after having carefuUy 
closed ail the dours, came and mixed familiarly.with ail 
this noble assembly, he was no other than our old friend 
the Abbé Brigaud. Everything now began to appear in 
its real significance ; and the fête, as the ambassadors had 
doue, threw off mask and domino, and turned opeuly to 
conspiracy. 

" Gentlemen," said the duchess, with her habituai 
vivacity, *^ we hâve not an instant to lose, as too long an 
absence would be suspicious. Let every one tell quickly 
what he has done, and we shall know then where we are." 
" Pardon, Madame," said the prince ; " but you bave 
spoken to me, as of our party, of a man whom I do not 
see hère, and whom I am distressed not to recognize 
among us." 

" You mean the Duc de Richelieu î " replied Madame 
du Maine. " It is true lie promised to come ; he must 
hâve been detained by some adventure. We shall bave to 
do without him." 
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^Yw, tettsâuly," replied tbe ptîim, '^îf W does blI 
eome, we miut do whfaoïil faÎB ; bal IcarnSsm thaÈ I deepl;r 
regret bu absenee. The legiiiiaifc wlncli W mwmaniia ^ 
al Bajonne^ and for thaï leason mi^t be Teiy vselul to 
IHL (}ïre ardefSy I beg. Madame^ Ihat if he co m e a be îs 
to be a^lmitted directlj." ^ 

^ AVibé,** aaid ^fadame du Mame, tumiiig to Brigand, 
^ yon beafd ; tell D'Anaiiche&'' 

Tbe abbé went oat to ezecate Ihk oïder. 

** PardoDy Monsienr," aaid D'Harmental to Makneax ; 
''bot I thongbt six weeks ago that the Dac de Eicheliea 
pomtîvelj refosed to be one of us." 

** Yen/' answered Malezieax, " becauae he knew that he 
was intended to take tbe blue ribbon to the Prince of the 
AHiurÎMf and be wonld not qnanel with the régent jnst 
when he expected the Golden Fleece as the reward of that 
embassj. Bat aince then tbe r^ent bas changed his 
minci, and on acconnt of tbe threatened difficnlties with 
Spain has concluded to defer sending the oïder ; ao that 
the Duc de Richelieu, seeing his Golden Fleece put off till 
the Oeek kalends, has corne back to ns." 

"Your Highness's order has been transmitted to hini 
wborn it conceriied," said tbe Abbé Brigand, retiiming, 
** and if Monsieur le Duc de Richelieu appears at Sceaux, 
he will be conducted hither iramediately." 

'^ Well,'' said the duchess, '' now let ns go to business. 
Corne, Laval, begin." 

" I, Madame," said Laval, " as you know, bave been in 
Switzerland, where, with the King of Spain's narae and 
money, I raised a régiment iii the Grisons. This régi» 
ment is ready to enter France at any moment, armed and 
equipped, and waits only the order to march." 

" Very good, my dear Count," said tbe duchess; **and 
if you do not think it below a Montmorency to be colonel 
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f a régiment while waiting for something better, take tbe 
ommaiid of this one. It is a surer way of getting the 
Tolden Fleece than taking the Saint Esprit into Spain." 

** Madame," said Laval, " it is for you to appoint each 
•ne to the place you hâve reserved for him, and whatever 
^ou may appoint will be gratefully accepted by the most 
iumble of your servants." 

" And you, Porapadour," said Madame du Maine, 
hanking Laval by a gesture of the hand, ** what bave 
rou doneî" 

" According to your Highness's instructions," replied 
}he marquis, ^I went to Normandy, where I procured 
:he signing of the protest by the nobility. I bring you 
blîirty-eight good signatures" (he drew a paper from 
his pocket). " Hère is the request to the king, and hère 
Etre the signatures." 

The duchess snatched the paper so quickly that she 
almost tore it ; and throwing her eyes rapidly over it, 
'*Yes, yes," said she, "you bave done well to put them 
so, without distinction or différence of rank, so that there 
may be no question of precedence. Guillaume-Alexandre 
de Vieux-Pont, Pierre-Anne-Marie de la Pailleterie, De 
Beaufremont, De Latour-Dupin, De Châtillon. Yes, you 
are right ; thèse are the best and most faithful names in 
France. Thanks, Pompadour ; you are a worthy messen- 
ger. Your skill shall not be forgotten. And you, Clievap 
lierT' she continued, tuming to D'Harmental with her 
irrésistible smile. 

"I, Madame," said the chevalier, "according to the 
orders of your Highness, left for Bretagne, and at Nantes 
I opened my despatches and became acquainted with my 
instructions." 

"Wellî" asked the duchess, quickly. 

"Well, Madame," replied D'Harmental, " I bave been 
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as successful as Messieurs de Laval and de Pompadour. 
I hâve the promises of Messieurs de Mont-Louis, de 
Bonamour, de Pont-Callet, and de Kohan-Soldue. As 
soon as Spaîn shows a squadron in sight of the coasts, 
ail Bretagne will rise." 

" You see, Prince I " cried the duchess, addressing 
Cellamare with an accent full of ambitious joy, " every- 
thing favors us." 

"Yes," replied the prince; "but thèse four gentlemen, 
influential as they are, are not ail that we must hâve. 
There are Laguerche-Saint-Amant, the Bois-Davys, De la 
Kochefoucault-Gondral, the Décourts, and the D'Érées, 
whom it would be important to gain." 

" It is done, Prince," said D'Harmental ; " hère are 
their letters," and taking several from bis pocket, he 
opened three of them at random, and read aloud décla- 
rations of allegiance and promises of support signed by 
Marquis Décourt, La Eochefoucault-Gondral, and Comte 
d'Érée. 

"Well, Prince," cried Madame du Maine, " what do 
you think now ? Besides thèse three letters, hère is one 
from Lavauguyon, one from Bois-Davy, one from Fumée. 
Stay, Chevalier, hère is our right hand, — it is that which 
holds the pen ; let it be a pledge to you that from the day 
on which its signature will be a royal signature it will 
hâve nothing to refuse to you." 

** Tbanks, Madame," said D'Harmental, kissing her 
hand respectfully ; " but you hâve already given me more 
than I deserve, and success itself will recompense me so 
highly, by placing your Highness in your proper position, 
that fiom that day I shall bave nothing left to désire." 

" And now, Valef, it is your turn," continned the 
duchess; "we kept you till the last, for you were the 
most important. If I understood rigbtly your signs 
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during diniier, you are not displeased with their Catholic 
Majesties." 

" What would your Highness say to a letter written by 
Lis Majesty Philip himselfî" 

** Oh, it is more than I ever dared to hope for," cried 
Madame du Maine. 

" Prince," said Valef, passing a paper to Cellamare, 
**you know his Majesty's writing. Assure her Royal 
Highness, who does not dare to believe it, that this letter 
is written entirely by his own hand." 

" Entirely,*' said Cellamare, bowing ; " entirely, — it is 
tbe truth." 

" And to whom is it addressed î " asked Madame du 
Maine, taking it from the prince's hands. 

" To King Louis XV., Madame," said Valef. 

** Good ! " said the duchess ; " we will bave it presented 
to bis Majesty by tbe Maréchal de Villeroy. Let us see 
what be says." And she read as rapidly as tbe obscurity 
of tbe writing permitted : * — 

The Escurial, March 16, 1718. 

Since Providence bas placed me on tbe throne of Spain, 
I hâve never for an instant lest sigbt of tbe obligations of 
my birth. Louis XIV,, of etemal memory, is alwaya présent 
to my mind. I seem always to bear that great prince, at tbe 
moment of our séparation, saying to me, " The Pyrénées exist 
no longer." Your Majesty is tbe only descendant of my elder 
brother, wbose loss I feel daily. God bas called you to the 
succession of that great monarchy, wbose glory and interests 
will be precious to me till my death. I can never forget 
what T owe to your Majesty, to my country, and to the 
memory of my ancestors. 

My dear Spaniards, who love me tenderly, and who are 
well assured of my love for them, are not jealous of the senti- 

1 This letter, which may be seen in the archives of foreign affaira, is 
actually in the handwriting of Philip V. 
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menta which I hold for you, and are well assured that our 
union is the base of public tranquillity. I flatter myself that 
my Personal interests are still dear to a nation which bas 
nourished me in its bosom, and that tbe generous nobility 
which bas shed so much blood to support them will always 
look with love on a king who feels it an honor to be obliged 
to them, and to bave been born among them. 

" This is addressed to you, gentlemen," said the ducliess, 
interrupting herself, and looking round lier ; then she con- 
tinued, impatient to know the rest of the letter: — 

What, then, can your faithful subjects think of a treaty 
signed against me, or rather against yourselfî 

Since your exhausted finances can no longer support the 
current expenses of peace, it is desired that you should nnite 
with my most mortal enemy, and should inake war on me if 
I do not consent to give up Sicily to the archduke. I will 
never subscribe to thèse conditions ; they are insupportable 
to me. 

I do not enter into the fatal conséquences of this alliance. 
I only beg your Majesty to convoke immediately the States- 
General of your kingdom to deliberate on an aflFair of so great 
conséquence. 

" The States-General ! " murmured the Cardinal de 
Polignac. 

"Well, what does your Eminence say to the States- 
General î " interrupted Madame du Maine, impatiently. 
" Has this measure the misfortune not to meet with your 
approbation î " 

** I neither blâme nor approve, Madame," replied the 
cardinal ; " I only remember that the sarae convocation 
was made during the League, and that Philip II. came 
off badly." 

"Men and times are changed, Cardinal," replied the 
duchess. " We are not in 1594, but in 1718. Philip IL 
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was Flemish, and Philip V. is French. The same results 
cannot take place^ since the causes are différent." And 
she went on with the letter: — 

I ask this in the name of the hlood which unités us, in the 
name of the great king from whom we hâve oui origin, in 
the name of your people and of mine. If ever there was 
a necessity to listen to the voice of the French nation, it is 
now. It is indispensable to leam from the nation itself what 
it thinks, — whether it wishes to déclare war on us/ As I am 
ready to expose niy life to maintain its glory and interests, I 
hope that you will reply quickly to the propositions I make 
to you, that the convocation which I propose to you will pre- 
vent the unfortunate results which threaten us, and that the 
forces of Spain will be employed only to sustain the greatness 
of France, and to fight her enemies, as I shall never employ 
them but to show your Majesty the sincère regard and affec- 
tion which I cherish toward you. 

" What do you think of that, gentlemen 1 Could his 
Catholic Majesty do more for usî" asked Madame du 
Maine. 

" He might hâve joined to this letter an epistle ad- 
dressed directly to the States-General," answered the Car- 
dinal de Polignac. " That epistle, if the king had deigned 
to send it, would hâve had a great influence on their 
délibérations." 

"Hère it is," said the Prince de Cellamare, taking 
a paper from his pocket. 

" What, Prince ! " cried the cardinal ; " what do you 
sayl" 

" I say that his Catholic Majesty is of the same opinion 
as your Eminence, and bas sent me this letter, which ia 
the complément of the letter brought to us by the Baron 
de Valef." 

" Then nothing is wanting ! " cried Madame du Maine. 
19 
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"We want Bayonne," said the Prince de Cellamare, 
sliaking his head, — "Bayonne, the door of France." 

At tlîis moment D'Avranches entered, annoimcing the 
Duc de Richelieu. 

" And now, Prince, there is nothing wanting," said the 
Marquis de Porapadour, laughing ; " for hère is he who 
has the key to the door." 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE DUC DE RICHELIEU. 

" At last ! *' cried the duchess, seeing Richelieu enter. 
" Are you, then, always the same î Your friends cannot 
couiit on you aiiy more thaii your mîstresses." 

" On the contrary, Madame," said Richelieu, approach- 
ing the duchess, and kissing her hand with an easy 
familiarity which indicated that in his eyes there was no 
diiference of rank among women, " for to-day, more than 
ever, I prove to your Highness that I can reconcile 
everything." 

" Then you hâve made a sacrifice for us, Duke ? " said 
Madame du Maine, laughing. 

"Ten thousand times greater than you can imagine. 
Wliom do you think I hâve left ] " 

" Madame de Villars?" asked the duchess. 

" Oh, no ! better than that." 

" Madame de Duras î " 

" No." 

" Madame de Nésle 1 " . 

"Bah!" 

" Madame de Polignac ? Ah, pardon. Cardinal ! " 

"Go on. It does not concem his Eminence." 

"Madame de Soubise, Madame de Gabriant, Madame 
de Gacé 1 " 

" No, no, no." 

" Mademoiselle de Charolais î " 

" I hâve not seen her since my last trip to the Bastille." 
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" Madame de Berri î " 

** You know well that since Riom lias taken to beating 
her she is madly in love with him." 

" Mademoiselle de Valois î " 

" Oh, I in tend her for my wife when we hâve suc- 
ceeded, and I am a Spanish prince. No, Madame ; I 
hâve left for your Highneas the two most charming 
griseltes — " 

" Grisettes ! Ah, fie ! " cried the duchess, with an in- 
descrihable disdain ; " I did not think that you descended 
to such créatures." 

" Créatures ! Two charming women, — Madame Miche- 
lin and Madame Renaud. Do you not know theni ? Ma- 
dame Michelin, a beautiful blonde ; her husband is a carpet 
manufacturer; I recommend him to you, Duchess. Ma- 
dame Renaud, an adorable brunette, with blue eyes and 
black lashes, and whose husband is — I don't remember 
just what — '' 

" What Monsieur Michelin is probably," said Pompa- 
dour, laughing. 

" Pardon, Monsieur le Duc," replied Madame du Maine, 
who had lost ail curiosity concerning Richelieu's love ad- 
ventures as soon as it appeared that they were outside a 
certain social circle, " may I venture to remind you that 
we met hère on important business î " 

" Oh, yes ! we are conspiring,. are we not î " 

" Had you forgotten it î " 

" Faith ! a conspiracy is not one of the gayest things in 
the world, therefore I forget whenever I can that I am 
conspiring ; but that is nothing, — whenever it is neces- 
sary I can come back to it. Now let us see ; how does 
the conspiracy go on ? " 

** Hère, Duke, look at thèse letters, and you will know 
as much as we do." 
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" Oh, your Highness must excuse me," said Richelieu ; 
" but really I do not read even those which are addressed 
to me, and I hâve seven or eight hundred in the most 
charming styles of penmanship, which I am keeping to 
amuse my old days. Hère, Malezieux, you who are clear- 
ness itself, give me a report." 

" Well, thèse letters are the engagements of the Bre- 
tagne nobles to sustain the rights of her Highness." 

" Very good." 

" This paper is the j)rotest of the nobility." 

" Oh, give it to me ! I proteat." 

" But you do not know against what." 

" Never mind ; I protest ail the same." And taking 
the paper, he wrote his name after that of Guillaume- 
Antoine de Chastellux, which was the last signature. 

" Let him alone, Madame," said Cellamare to the 
duchess ; " Richelieu's name is useful every where." 

"And this letterî" asked the duke, pointing to the 
missive of Philip V. 

" That letter,*' continued Malezieux, " is written by 
King Philip himself." 

** Then his Catholic Majesty writes worse than I do," 
answered Richelieu. "That pleases me; Raffé always 
says it is impossible." 

" If the letter is badly written, the news it contains is 
nono the less good," said Madame du Maine, " for it is 
a letter begging the King of France to assemble the States- 
General to oppose the treaty of the quadruple alliance." 

" And is your Highness sure of the States-General ? " 

" Hère is the protest which pledges the nobility. The 
cardinal answers for the clergy, and there remains ouly 
the army." 

"The army," said Laval, " is my affair. I hâve the 
signatures of twenty-two colonels." 
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"First,** said Richelieu, "I answer for my régiment, 
which is at Bayonne, and which consequently is able 
to be of great service to us." 

" Yes," said Cellamare^ " and we reckon on it ; but I 
heard that there was a question of changing the ganison." 

" Seriously î " 

" Very seriously. You understand, Duke 1 We must 
be beforeband." 

"Of course! We must act at once. Give me paper 
and ink ; I will write to the Duc .de Berwick. At the 
moment of commencing a campaign, no one will be aston- 
ished at my begging not to be temoved from the théâtre 
of war." 

The duchess hastened to give Richelieu what he asked, 
and taking a pen, presented it to him herself. The duke 
bowed, took the pen, and wrote the foUowing letter : — 

Monsieur le Duc de Berwick, Peer and Marshal op 
France,^ — As my régiment, Monsieur, is liable at any time 
to be moved, and as new régi mentais bave just been ordered 
for it, which it must entirely lose if before they are finished it 
should be obliged to niake any movement, I hâve the honor 
to beg, Monsieur, that you will be pleased to allow it to remain 
at Bayonne until the beginning of May, when the regimentals 
will be completed. And I beg you to believe me, with ail 
possible considération, Monsieur, 

Your very humble and obedient servant, 

Duc DE Richelieu. 

"Now read, Madame," continued the duke, passing the 
paper to Madame du Maine. " After that précaution the 
régiment will not stir from Bayonne." 

The duchess took the letter, read it» and passed it to 

1 The Duc de Berwick had been appointed lieutenant-genend of the 
king*s armies, in case war should break out, and had accepted, although 
Philip V. had named him grandee of Spain, duke and chevalier of the 
Golden Fleece. 
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her neighbor, who passed it on, so that it made the round 
of the table. Malezieux, who had it last, could uot re- 
press a slight smile. 

**Ah, Monsieur le Poëte," said Kichelieu, "yon are 
laughing ; I suppose I hâve had the misfortune to offend 
that ridiculous prude called orthography. You know I 
am a gentleman, and they forgot to teach me French, 
thinking, I suppose, that for fifteen hundred francs a year 
I could always hâve a valet-de-ckambre, who would write 
m y letters and make my verses. This will not prevent 
me, my dear Malezieux, from being in the Academy, not 
only before you, but before Voltaire.*' 

" In which case, will your vatet-de-ckambre write your 
discourse ? " 

" He is working at it ; and you will see that it will 
not be worse than those that some academicians of my 
acquaintance hâve written themselves." 

"Monsieur le Duc," said Madame du Maine, "it will 
doubtless be a curious thing to see your réception into the 
illustrions body of which you speak, and I promise you to 
employ myself from and after to-morrow in procuring a 
seat for that day ; but this evening we are occupied with 
other things." 

" Well," said Richelieu, " speak ; I listen. What bave 
you resolvedî" 

"To obtain from the king, by means of thèse two let- 
ters, the convocation of the States-General ; then, sure as 
we are of the three orders, we dépose the régent, and 
name Philip V. in his place." 

" And as Philip V. cannot leave Madrid, be gives us 
full powers, and we govem France in his stead. Well, it 
is not badly arranged, ail that ; but to convoke the States- 
General you must bave an order from the king." 

" The king will signit." 
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" Without the regent's knowledge î " 

" Without the regent's knowledge." 

*' Then you hâve promised the Bishop of Fréjus to make 
him a cardinal.'' 

" No ; but I will promise Villeroy a title and the Golden 
Fleece." 

" I ara afraid, Madame," said the Prince de Cellamare, 
*' that ail this will not détermine the marshal to assume so 
grave a responsibility." 

" It is not the marshal we want ; it is his wife." 

*' Ah ! you remind me," said Eichelieu ; " I under- 
take it." 

" You ! " said the duchess, with astonishment. 

" Yes, Madame," replied Richelieu, " you hâve your 
correspondence ; I hâve mine. I hâve seen seven or eight 
letters that your Highness has received to-day. Will your 
Highness hâve the goodness to look at oue I received 
yesterday î " 

" Is this letter for me only, or may it be read aloud % " 

" We are among persons who are discreet, are we notl" 
said Richelieu, looking round him. 

" I think so," replied the duchess ; " besides, the gravity 
of the situation — " 

The duchess took the letter, and read : — 

Monsieur le Duc, — I am a woman of my word. My 
husband is on the eve of aetting out for the little joumey you 
know of. To-morrow, at eleven o*çlock, I shall be at home 
for you only. Do not think that I décide on this step without 
having put ail the blâme on the shouldera of Monsieur de 
Villeroy. I begin to fear for him, as you may bave under- 
taken to punish him. Come, then, at the appointed hour, to 
prove to me that I am not too much to blâme in conspiring 
with you against my lord and master. 

" Ah ! pardon ; that is not the oue I intended to show 
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you ; that is the one of the day before yesterday. Hère 
is yesterday 's." 

ïhe Duchesse du Maine took the second letter, and read 
as follows: — 

My dear Armand, — 

" Is this the right one, or are you mistaken again î " 
said the duchess to Eichelieu. 
"No, no ; this time it is right.'* 
The duchess went on : — 

My dear Armand, — You are a dangerous advocate when 
you plead againat Monsieur de Villeroy. I need to exaggerate 
your talents to diminish my weakness. You had, in my heart, 
a judge interested in your gaining your cause. Come to-mor- 
row to plead again, and I will give you an audience. 

" And hâve you heen there 1 " 

" Certainly, Madame." 

" And the duchess î " 

" Will do, I hope, ail we désire ; and as she makes her 
hushand do whatever she likes, we shall hâve our 
order for the convocation of the States-General on his 
return." 

"And when will he returnî" 

" In a week." 

" And can you be faithful ail that time 1 " 

" Madame, when I hâve nndertaken a cause, I am capa- 
ble of the greatest sacrifices to forward it." 

'^ Then we may count on your word î " 

" I pledge myself." 

" You hear, gentlemen î " said the Duchesse du Maine. 
" Let us continue to work, each in his own sphère. You, 
Laval, act on the array. You, Pompadour, on the nobil- 
ity, You, Cardinal, on the clergy ; and we will leave the 
Duc de Eichelieu to act on Madame de Villeroy." 
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" And for what day is our next meeting fixed 1 " asked 
Cellamare. 

"Ail dépends on circumstances, Prince," replied the 
duchess. " At any rate, if I hâve not time to give you 
notice, I will send for you by the same carriage and the 
same coacbman who took you to the Arsenal the iirst 
time you came there." Theu turuing toward Richelieu, 
" You give us the rest of the evening, Duke % ** 

"I ask your pardon," replied Richelieu; "but it is 
nbsolutely impossible. I am expected in the Rue des 
Bons-Enfans." 

" What ! hâve you resumed relations with Madame de 
Sabran?" 

" They were never broken, Madame.*' 

" Take care, Duke ; that looks like constancy." 

" No, Madame ; it is calculation." 

" Ah ! I see that you are in the way to become devoted." 

"I never do things by halves, Madame." 

" Well, we will follow your example, Monsieur le Duc. 
And now, gentlemen, we bave been hère an hour and 
a half, and we should, I think, return to the gardens, 
that our absence may not be too much noticed. Besides, 
I think the Goddess of Night is on the shore, waiting to 
thank us for the préférence we hâve given her over the 
sun, and it vvonld not be polite to keep her waiting." 

*' With your pennission, however, Madame," said Laval, 
^* I must detain you a moment to submit to you the em- 
barrassment in which I am placed." 

*^ Speak, Count," replied the duchess ; " to what does 
it relater' 

" It relates to our requests, our protests, our raemorials. 
It was agreed, if you remember, that they should be 
printed by workmen who could not read." 

"Wellî" 
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'* I boiight a press, and establisbed it in the cellar of a 
house behind tbe Val-de-Grace. I enlisted the necessary 
workmen, and up to the présent time hâve had the most 
satisfactory results; but the noise of our machine has 
given rise to the suspicion that we were coining false 
money, and yesterday the police made a descent on the 
house. Fortunately there was time to stop the work and 
roll a bed over the trap, so that they discovered nothing. 
But as the visit might be renewed, and with a less fortu- 
nate resuit, as soon as they were gone, I dismissed the 
workmen, buried the press, and had ail the proofs taken 
to niy own honse." 

" And you did well, Count," cried the Cardinal de 
Polignac. 

'* But what are we to do now ] " asked Madame du Maine. 

" Hâve the press taken to my house," said Pompadour. 

•' Or mine/' said Valef. 

" No, no,'*' said Malezieux ; " a press is too dangerous a 
means. One of the police may easily slip in among the 
workmen, and ail will be lost. Besides, there cannot be 
much lefb to print." 

** The greater part is done," said Laval. 

" Well," continued Malezieux, " my advice is, as be- 
fore, to employ some intelligent copyist, whose silence we 
can buy." 

" Yes, this will be much safer," said Polignac. 

" But where can we find such a man ? " said the prince. 
"It is not an affair on which we can employ the first 
corner." 

" If I dared — " said the Abbé Brigand. 

" Dare, Abbé, dare ! " said the duchess. 

" I should say that I know the man you want." 

" Did I not tell you," said Pompadour, " that the abbé 
is a valuable man?" 
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" But is he really what we want 1 *' said Polignac. 

" Oh, if your Eminence had him mado on purpose he 
could not do better," said Brigand. "A true machine, 
who will Write everythiiig and read nothing." 

" But as a still greater précaution," said the prince, " we 
might put the raost important papers into Spanish." 

" Then, Prince," said Brigaud, " I will send him to 
you.'* 

" No, no ! " said Cellamare ; " he must not set his foot 
within the Spanish embassy. It must be done through 
some third party." 

" Yes, y es ! we will arrange ail that," said the dachess. 
" The man is found, — that is the principal thing. You 
answer for him, Brigaud]'* 

" I do, Madame." 

" That is ail we require. ^And now there is nothing to 
keep U8 any longer," continued the duchess. " Monsieur 
d'Harmental, give me your arm, I beg." 

The chevalier hastened to obey Madame du Maine, who 
seized this opportunity to express her gratitude for the 
courage he had shown in the Eue des Bons-Enfans, and 
his skill in Brittany. At the door of the pavilion, the 
Groenland envoys — now dressed simply as guests — 
found a little galley waiting to take the m to the shore. 
Madame du Maine entered first, seating D*Harmental by 
her, leaving Malezieux to do the honors to Cellamare 
and Eichelieu. 

As the duchess had said, the Goddess of Night, 
dressed in black gauze spangled with golden stars, was 
waiting on the other side of the lake, accompanied hy 
the twelve Hours ; and as soon as the duchess was near 
enough to hear them, they began to sing a cautata ap- 
propriate to the subject. The cantata opened with a 
chorus of four verses, to which succeeded a solo, foUowed 



THE DUC DE RICHELIEU. 301 

by a second chorus, and ail in so exquisite taste that 
every one turned toward Malezieux, the director of tlie 
entertainment^ to congratulate hîm on bis siiccess. At 
the first. notes of the solo D'Harmental started, for the 
voiee of the singer had so strong a resemblance to another 
voice, well kuown to him and dear to his recollection, 
that — however improbable was Bathilde's présence at 
Sceaux — he rose involuntarily to look for the person 
whose accents had so singularly nioved hira. Unfor- 
tunately, in spite of the torches which the Hours, her 
subjects, held, he could not distiuguish the goddess's 
features, which were covered with a long veil, similar to 
her dress. He could only hear that pure, flexible, sono- 
rous voice rise and fall with that free, well-trained, and 
facile utterance which he had so much admired when he 
heard it for the first time in the Rue du Temps-Perdu ; 
and every tone of that voice, becoming more distinct as 
he approached the shore, penetrated to the bottom of his 
heart, and made him tremble from head to foot. At 
lenf^th the solo ceased, and the chorus resumed, but 
D'Harmental, still standing, and insensible to ail other 
tlioughts, continued to follow in remembrance the voice 
that had ceased and the notes that were no longer 
heard. 

'* Well, Monsieur d'Harmental," said the duchess, " are 
y ou 80 accessible to the charms of music that you forget 
that you are my cavalier]" 

" Oh, pardon. Madame ! " said D'Harmental, leapîng to 
the shore, and holding out his hand to the duchess ; " but 
I thought I recognized that voice, and I confess it brought 
to me memories so powerful — " 

" That proves that you are an hahkiié of the opéra, my 
dear Chevalier, and that you appreciate, as it deserves, 
Mademoiselle Bury's talent." 



302 LE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL. 

"Whatl is that voice Madomoiselle Buiy'sl" asked 
D'Harmental, with astonishment. 

"It is, Monsieur; and if you do not believe me," 
roplied the duchess, in a tone which betrajed a degree 
of displeasure, "permit me to take LavaPs arm or Pom- 
imdoui's, that you may go and assure yourself of it." 

" Oh, Madame," said D'Harmental, respectfully retaining 
the hand she was about to withdraw, ^^pray excuse me. 
We are in the gardens of Armida, and a moment of error 
may be permitted among so many enchantments ; " and 
presenting his arm again to the duchess, he conducted 
her toward the château. 

At this instant a feeble cry was heard, and feeble as 
it was, it reached D'Harmental 's heart, and he turned 
involuntarily. 

" What is it 1 ** asked the duchess, witli an uneafliness 
mixed with impatience. 

" Nothing, nothing," said Richelieu ; " it is little Bury, 
who has the vapors. Make yourself easy, Madame. I 
know the disease; it is not dangerous. If you particu- 
larly wish it, I will even go to-morrow to leara how 
she is/' 

Two hours after this little accident — which was not 
sufficient to disturb the fête in any way — D'Harmental 
was brought back to Paris by the Abbë Brigand, and re- 
entered his little attic in the Rue du Temps-Perdu, from 
which he had been absent six weeks. 
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CHAPTEE XXVII. 

JEALOUSY. 

'hb first sensation D'Harmental experienced on returning 
'^as one of inexpressible satisfaction at finding himself 
gain in that little room so filled with recollections, 
'hough he had been absent froui it six week s, one might 
lave supposed that be had left it only tbe day before, 
ince, tbanks to the almost maternai care of Madame 
)enis, everything was in its accustomed place. D'Har- 
Dental remained an instant, bis candie in bis band, look- 
ng around bim with a look almost of ecstasy. Ail tbe 
)tber impressions of bis life were efifaced by tbose wbicb 
le had experienced in this little corner of tbe world. 
rhen be ran to tbe window, opened it, and tbrew an in- 
iescribable look of love toward tbe darkened Windows of 
^is neigbbor. Doubtless Bathilde slept the sleep of an 
uigel, unaware that D'Harmental was tbere trembling 
with love and bope. 

He remained thus fpr more tban balf an bour, breatbing 
with full respirations tbe air of nigbt, wbicb bad never 
seemed to bim so pure and fresh, and gazing alternately 
at Bathilde's window and at tbe sky. Only tben did he 
compreliend to wbat degree Bathilde bad become a ueces- 
sity of bis life, and bow deep and strong was bis love 
for her. 

At lengtb, bowever, D'Harmental reflected that be 
could not spend the en tire nigbt at bis window, and 
closiug it, he went back into bis room, — still to trace 
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the recoUections which his leturn to that lîttle chamber 
had awakened in his heart. He opened his piano, and 
passed his fingers over the keys, at the risk of again 
arousing the anger of the lodger on the third floor. From 
the piano he passed to the unfinished portrait of Bathilde. 
There were still the beautiful and pure young girl and 
Mirza's wild and whimsical head. At length, after paus- 
ing for a last time before every object, he lay down and 
addressed himself to sleep, dwelling still in metuory on 
the solo sung by Mademoiselle Biiry, wliom at last, in 
that vague twilight of thought which précèdes complète 
extinction, he fuîly identified with Bathilde. 

When he awoke, D*Harmental jumped from bis bed 
and ran to the window. The day appeared already 
advanced, and the sun was shining brilliantly; yet 
Bathilde's window remained hermetically closed. The 
chevalier looked at his watch ; it was ten o'clock, and he 
began to dress. We hâve already admitted that he was 
not free from a certain almost féminine coquetry; but 
this was the fault of the time, when affectation entered 
into everything, even passion. But this time it was not 
a melancholy expression on which he reckoned. The joy 
of return had given to his face a charming expression of 
happiness, and it was évident that a glance from Bathilde 
would crown him king of the création. This glance he 
came to the window to seek, but Bathilde's remained 
closed. D'Harmental opened his, hoping that the noise 
would attract her attention; nothing stirred. He re- 
mained there an hour; during this hour there was not 
even a breath of wind to move the curtains ; it seemed 
as if the young girl's room had been abandoned. He 
coughed, opened and closed the window, detached little 
pièces of plaster from the wall, and threw them against 
the panes, — ail in vain. 



JEALOUSY. 305 

To surprise succeeded uneasiness ; this window so obsti- 
ately closed must indicate absence, if not misfortune. 
athilde absent! Where could she bel What had 
appened to disturb ber calm, regular life ? Where could 
e seek infonnatioul No one but Madame Denis could 
now. It was quite naturel that D'Harmental shonld pay 
visit to bis landlady on his retum, and he accordingly 
ent down. Madame Denis had not seen him since tbe 
ay of tbe breakfast. She had uot forgotten his attention 
hen she fainted. She received him tberefore like the 
rodigal son. 

Fortunately for D'Harmental, the young ladies were 
ccupied with a drawing-lesson, and Boniface was at his 
ffice, so that he saw no one but his hostess. The conver- 
ation fell natnrally on tbe order and neatness of his room 
uring his absence ; frora this the transition was easy to 
he question if the opposite lodging had changed tenants, 
dadanie Denis replied that she had seen Bathilde at the 
rindow the morning before ; and that in the evening her 
on had met Buvat returning from his office, but had 
loticed in him a singular air of pride and hauteur. 

This was ail D'Harment-d wislied to know. Bathilde 
vas in Paris and at home ; chance had not yet directed her 
ooks toward that window so long closed, and that room 
long empty. He took leave of Madame Denis with an 
iffusion of gratitude which she was far from attributing 
its trne cause. 

On the landing D'Harmental met the Abbé Brigand, 
vbo was coming to pay his daily visit to Madame Denis. 
Che abbé asked if he was going home, and promised to 
3ay him a visit. On entering his room, D*Harmental went 
5traight to the window. Nothing was changed in regard 
;o his neighbor; her curtains were still scrupulously 
îlosed. Decidedly this reserve was intentional. D'Har- 

20 
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mental resolved to employ the last means whîch he had 
reserved. He sat down to the piano, and after a Iffilliant 
prélude sang the air of the cantata of ** Night " which he 
had heard the eveaiug before, and of which he liad le- 
tained everj note in his memorj. Meaiiwhile he did not 
lose sight for an instant of the inexorable win<low ; bot 
there was no sign. The opposite room had no écho. 

But failing of the resuit which he inteuded, D'Har- 
m entai had prodnced an efifect which he did not iuteiul. 
Hearing applause, he tumed round, and saw the Abbé 
Brigand behind him. " Ah, it is you, Abbe ! " said he, 
rising and going quickly to close the window ; ** I did not 
know that you were so great a lover of music." 

" Nor I that you were so good a rausician. Peste! 
my dear pupil ; an air you heard only once ! It is 
wonderful ! ' 

*' I thought it very beautiful, Abbé ; and as I hâve a veiy 
good meniory for sounds, I retained it." 

" And then it was so adniirably sung ; was it not % " 

" Yes," said D'Harmental ; " Mademoiselle Bury has an 
exquisite voice, and the first time she sings I shall go in- 
cognito to the opéra." 

" Is it that voice you want to hear î " asked Brigand. 

" Yes/' 

" You need not go to the opéra for that." 

" And where must I go î " 

" Nowhere. Stay hère. You are in the boxes." 

" What I The Goddess of Night — " 

" Is your neighbor." 

" Bathilde I " cried D'Harmental. " Then I was not de- 
ceived; I recognized her. But it is impossible! Hov 
could she bave been there î " 

"First of ail," said the abbé, "nothing is impossible in 
thèse times ; remember that, before you deny or undertake 
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tnytbing. Believe that everything is possible ; ît is the 
vay to succeed in everything." 

"ButBathildeî" 

" Yes ; does it not appear strangp at first view î Well, 
lothing is more simple. But it does not interest you, 
Dhevalier; let us talk of something else." 

" Yes, yes, Abbé ! you are strangely mistaken ; I am 
ieeply interested." 

" Well, my dear pupil, since you are so curions, this is 
:he wbole affair. The Abbé de Chaulieu knows Mademoi- 
ielle Batbilde; is not that your neighbor's nameî" 

" Yes. How does the Abbé de Chaulieu know lier î " 

" Oh, very naturally. The guardian of this charming 
child is, as you know, or do not know, one of the best 
writers and copyists in the capital. The Abbé de Chaulieu 
wants some one to copy his poetry, since, being blind, he 
is obliged to dictate in the first instance to a little lackey 
who cannot spell ; and he has confided this important task 
to Buvat. By this means he has become acquainted with 
Mademoiselle Bathilde." 

"But ail this does not explain how Mademoiselle 
Bathilde came to Sceaux." 

" Stop ; every history has Its beginning, its middle, and 
its termination." 

** Abbé, you will make me swear." 

" Patience, patience ! " 

" Go on ; I listen to you." 

" Well, having made Mademoiselle Bathilde's acquaint- 
ance, the Abbé de Chaulieu, like the rest, has felt the in- 
fluence of her charma ; for you know there is a sort of 
magie attached to the young person in question, and thnt 
no one can see her without loving her." 

" I know it," murmured D'Harmental. 

" Then, as Mademoiselle Bathilde is fuU of talent, and 
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uot only sîngs like a nightîngale, but draws like an angel, 
Chaulieu spoke of her 80 enthnsiasticallj to Mademoiselle 
de Launay that she tbought of employing her for the 
costumes of the différent personages in the fête." 

** AU this dooA not tell me that it was Bathilde and Dot 
Mademoiselle Bury who sang last night." 

" We are coming to it." 

" Well 1 " 

** It happened that Mademoiselle de Launay, like the 
rest of the world, took a violent fancy to the little niagician. 
Instead of sending her away after the costumes were 
designed, she kept her three days at Sceaux. She was 
still there day before yesterday, closeted with Mademoi- 
selle de Launay, when some one entered with a bewîldered 
air to annonnce to your Bat that the director of the 
oi>era wished to speak to her on a matter of importaace. 
^lademoiselle de Launay went out, leaving Bathilde alone. 
Bathilde, to amuse herself, went to the piano, and findiog 
bot h the instrument and her voice in good order, b^an to 
siug a gnind air from some opéra, and with such perfection 
thut Mademoiselle de Launay, retuming and heariug this 
unexpeoteil song, opened the door softly, listened to the 
air, and threw her arms round the beautiful singeras neck, 
crying out that she could save her life. Bathilde, aston- 
i$hed« asked in what manner sbe could render her se great 
a service. Then Mademoiselle de Launay told her that she 
had engaged Mademoiselle Bury of the opéra to sing the 
cautata of * Xight ' on the sncœeding evening, and she had 
ûdlen ill and sent to say that to ber greaft r^ret ber rDval 
Highne^ the Duchesse du Maine could not rely apon her; 
SiO that there would be no ^ Nigbt,' and conaequently no 
fête, if Bathilde would not bave ibe extrême goodiiess to 
undertake the aforesaid cantata. 

'' Bathilde, as you may suppose, defended beraelf with 
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ill her might, and declared that it was impossible that she 
hould thus sing music which she did not know. Made- 
ïioiselle de Laiinay put the cantata before ber. Bathilde 
;aid that the music seemed terribly difficult. Mademoiselle 
le Launay answered that for a musician of Bathilde's 
v)Avers lîothing was difficult. Bathilde got up. Mademoi- 
selle de Launay made her sit down again. Bathilde clasped 
ler hands. Mademoiselle de Launay unclasped them and 
Dlaced them on the piano. The piano, being touched, gave 
)ut a Sound. Bathilde, in spite of herself, played the first 
Dar, then the second, then the whole cantata. Then she 
ittacked the song, and sang it to the end with an admi- 
rable justness of intonation and beauty of expression. 
Mademoiselle de Launay was enchanted. Madame du 
Maine arrived in despair at w^hat she had heard about 
Mademoiselle Bury. Mademoiselle de Launay begged 
Bathilde to begin the cantata again. Bathilde did not 
dare to refuse ; she played and sang like an angel. Madame 
du Maine joined her prayers to those of Mademoiselle de 
Launay. You know, Chevalier, that it is impossible to 
refuse Madame du Maine anything. 

" Poor Bathilde was obliged to give way, and half 
laughing, half crying, she consented, on two conditions : 
the first, that she might go herself to her friend Buvat to 
explain her absence ; the second, that she might remain at 
home ail that evening and the next morning in order to 
study the unfortunate cantata. Thèse clauses, after a 
long discussion, were granted, with reciprocal promises, — » 
on Bathilde's part, that she would return at seveu o'clock 
the next evening ; on the part of Mademoiselle de Launay 
and Madame du Maine, that every one should continue to 
believe that it was Mademoiselle Bury who sang." 

" But then," asked D'Harmental, " how was the secret 
betrayed]" 
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*' Oli ! bj an unfoieseea ciicumstauce^" replied Brigaud, 
in that strange nianner which caused one to doubt 
whetlier he was in jest or earuest. '^ AU weut otf 
capitally, as y ou know, tiJl the end of the eau ta ta ; as is 
proved by the fttct tbat having beard it but ouce, joa are 
able to remember it from one end to tbe other. At the 
moment the galiey which brought us from tbe pavilioii 
of Aurora touched tbe 'shore, whether from émotion at 
having suug for the lirst time in public, or because she 
recognîzed in Madame du Maine's suite some one sbe bad 
not expected to see there, — for some unkuown reason, the 
poor Goddess of Night uttered a cry and fainted in the 
arms of the Hours, her companions. Ali promises and 
oaths were at once forgotten. Her veil was removed to 
throw water in her face ; so that when I came up, while 
you were going away with her Highness, I was much 
astonished to fiud, instead of Mademoiselle Bury, jour 
pretty neighbor. I questioned Mademoiselle de Launaj, 
and as it was impossible any longer to keep the incog- 
nito, she told me what bad happened, — under the 
seal of secrecy, which I bave betrayed for yoa only, 
my dear pupil ; because, I don't know why, I can refuse 
you notbing.'* 

" And this indisposition 1 *' asked D'Harmental, with 
uneasiness. 

** Oh, it was nothing, — tbe efifect of a momentary émo- 
tion ; and it bad no bad conséquences, since, in spite 
of ail they could say to the contrary, Bathilde would not 
reniai n another hour at Sceaux, but insisted on returniug. 
They put a carriage at ber disposai, and she ought to bave 
been at home an hour before us." 

'^ Then you are sure she is at home ? Thanks, Abbë ; 
that is ail I wished to know." 

"And now," said BrigauJ, "I may go, may I not? 
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Yoxx hâve no more need of me, iiow that you know £ill you 
vvish to know." 

" I do not suy so, my dear Brigand ; on the contrary, 
stay. You will give me great pleasure." 

" No, I thank you ; I bave some business of my own to 
transact in the town, and wiU leave you to your reflections, 
my dear pupil." 

" When shall I see you again ] " asked D'Harmental, 
mechanically. 

" Most likely to-morrow," answered the abbé. 

" Adieu till to-morrow, then." 

" Till to-morrow." 

So saying, the abbé tuvned round, laughing in his 
peculiar manner, and reacbed the door while D'Harmental 
was reopening his window, determined to remain there 
till the next day, if necessary, even though as a reward 
for this long watch he should catch only a single glimpse 
of Bathilde. 

The poor gentleman was in love over head and ears. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

A PRETEXT. 

At a few minutes past four D'Harmental saw Buvat 
turning the corner of the Rue du Temps-Perdu. The 
chevalier observed that the worthy writer moved with 
more haste than usual, and that instead of holding his 
stick vertically, as a bourgeois generally does wben he is 
walking, he held it horizontallj, like a runner. As to 
that appearance of majesty which had so struck Monsieur 
Boniface, it had entirely vanished, and had given place to 
a slight expression of uneasiness. There was no misun- 
derstanding this ; Buvat would not return so quickly if 
he was not uneasy about Bathilde. Bathilde, then, was 
suffering. 

The chevalier foUowed Buvat with his eyes till the 
moment when he disappeared through the door of the 
passage-way to his house. D'Harmental, with reason, 
imagined that Buvat would go into Bathilde's room, in- 
stead of mounting to his own ; and he hoped that Buvat 
would open the window to admit the last rays of the sun, 
which had been caressing it ail day. 

But D'Harmental was wrong j Buvat contented himself 
with raising the curtain, and pressing his good round face 
against the window, and drumming on the panes with his 
hauds. But even this appearance was of short duration, for 
he turned round suddenly, as a raan does when aiiy one 
calls him ; he let fall the muslin curtain behind him, and 
so was out of sight. D'Harmental presumed that his dis- 
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Dpearance was caused by some appeal to his appetite, 
id this reminded him that in his préoccupation about 
le obstinacy of that unlucky wiudow in refusing to open, 
e had forgotten hia own breakfast, which, it must be 
^nfessed, to the shame of his sensibility, was a very great 
ifraction on his habits. Now, however, as there was no 
hance that the window would open while his neighbors 
^ere at dinner, the chevalier determined to profit by the 
iterval by dining himself ; consequently he rang for 
be porter, and ordered him to get froni the confectioner 
he fattest pullet, and from the fruiterer thé finest fruit 
hat he could find. As to wine, he still had some bottles 
f that which the Abbé Brigaud had sent him. 

D'Harmental ate with a certain remorse. He could 
lot understand how he could be at the same time so 
ormented, and hâve such a good appetite. Luckily he 
emembered reading in the works of some moralist or 
>ther that sorrow sharpens hunger wonderfully. This 
naxira set his conscience at rest, and the resuit was that 
he unfortunate pullet was eaten up to the very bones. 

Although the act of dining was very natural, and by no 
neans reprehensible, D'Harmental, before seating himself 
it the table, shut the window, contriving, however, in 
îlosing the curtains, to leave a slight opening between 
bhem, through which he could see the upper stories of the 
house opposite to his. ïhanka to this précaution, just as 
he finished his repast he perceived Buvat, who, having 
doubtless finished his own dinner, appeared at the window 
(if his terrace. As we hâve said, the weather was splen- 
(lid, and Bavât seemed disposed to profit by it ; but as 
he belonged to that class of beings who enjoy nothing 
alone, he turned round with a gesture which D'Harmental 
took to he an invitation to Bathilde — who had doubtless 
followed him into hia room — to come ont on the terrace 



314 LE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL. 

with him. Consequeiitly, be hoped for an instant that 
Batbilde would appear, aud lie ruse with a beating beait ; 
but he was niistaken. However tempting migbt be tbe 
beautiful eveni ug, and however pressing the invitations 
of Buvat, both were useless. But it was not se with 
Mirza, who, jumping out of the window without being 
iuvited, began to bound joyously about the terrace, hold- 
ing in her moût h a purple ribbon, which she caused to 
âutter like a streamer, and which D'Harmental recognized 
as the one which had fastened bis neighbor's bat on the 
preceding nigbt. Appareil tly Buvat recognized it also, for 
he started off in pursuit of Mirza as fast as his little legs 
would allow him, — a pursuit which would doubtless hâve 
been indefinitely prolonged, if Mirza had not had the im- 
prudence to take refuge in tiie famous cavern of the hydra 
of which we bave given our readers so fuU a description. 
Buvat hesitated to extend his arm into tlie cave, but at 
length, mustering his courage, he foUowed the fugitive, 
and a moment later D'Harmental saw him return with 
the ribbon in his hand, which he passed back and forth 
on his knee to efface tbe wrinkles, after whioh he folded 
it up, and went in, probably to deposit it in some drawer 
where it would be safe froni Mirza's roguery. 

This was the moment that the chevalier had waited for. 
He opened his window and watched. In a minute Mirza 
put her head out of the cavern, looked about her, yawned, 
shook her eara, and jumped upon the terrace; tlieu D'Har- 
mental called lier in the most caressing and seductive tone 
which he could command. Mirza trembled at the sound 
of his voice, then directed her eyes toward him. At the 
first look she recognized the man of the bits of sugar, gave 
a little growl of joy, then, with a rapid gastronomie in- 
stinct, she darted through Buvat's window with a single 
bound, and disappeared. 
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D'Harmental looked down, and almost at the same 
istant saw Mirza coming across the street like a ilash 
f lightning; before he had tinie to shut his wiiidow, 
le was aiready scratching at the door. Fortunately for 
>'Harmental, Mirza had the memory of sugar as strongly 
eveloped as he had that of sounds. 

It will be easily understood that the chevalier did iiot 
iake the charming little créature wait; and she darted 
iito the rooni, bounding, and giving the most unequivocal 
igus of joy at his- unexpected return. As to D'Harmental, 
le was almost as happy as if he had seen Bathilde. Mirza 
vas soraething to the young girl ; she was her dearly 
oved greyhound, so caressed and kissed by her, who laid 
ler head on Bathilde's knees in the daytime, and slept on 
he foot of her bed at night, — the confidante of her sor- 
ows and of her happiness, and a ine^ssenger also, safe and 
ipeedy; it was in this latter capacity that D'Harmental 
lad summoned her to hira, and had received her so hos- 
jitably. The chevalier set Mirza to eating sugar, and sat 
iown at his desk. Letting his heart speak, and his pen 
run on, he wrote the following letter : — 

Dearest Bathilde, — You believe me very guilty, do 
you uot 1 But you caimot know the étrange circumstances 
in which I find niyself, and which are my excuse. If I could 
be bappy enougb to see you for an instant (even for an 
instant) you would understand that there are in me two 
différent persons, — the young student of the attic, and the 
gentleman of the fêtes at Sceaux. Open your window, then, 
so that I may see you, or your door, so that I may speak to 
you. Let me come and sue for your pardon on my knees. 
I am certain that when you know how unfortunate I am, and 
how devotedly I love you, you will hâve pity on me. 

Adieu, or rather au revoir, dear Bathilde ; I lové you more 
than I can express, more than you can believe, more than you 
can ever imagine. Kaoul. 



316 LE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL. 

This letter, whicli would hâve appeared very cold te 
a woiuan nf thèse days, hecaiise it said onlj what the 
writer intendetl, aeemed aufficient to the chevalier, an-i 
was really impassioned for that time. D'Harmental foldt^tl 
it up, and attached it, as he had the first, to Mirza's collar . 
theu, taking up the sugar, which the greedy little animal 
followed with her eyea to the cnphoard, where he shut it 
up, the chevalier opened the door of his room, and showeil 
Mirza, with a gesture, what there remained for her to do. 
Whether it was pride or intelligence, the little créature did 
not wait to he told twice ; she darted ont on the staircase, 
stopped on the way only to hite Monsieur Boniface, whom 
she met coming home from his office, crossed. the road, 
and disappeared in the pasaage-way to Bathilde's honse. 
D'Harmeiital remained at the window for a minute, fear- 
ing that Mirza would take his note to Buvat instead of 
Bathilde ; but she was too intelligent for that, and since 
he did not see her at the window of the termce, he sjiga- 
ciously inferred that she had stopped in the fourth storv. 
Consequently, in order not to frighten poor Bathilde too 
much, he shut his window, hoping that by this concession 
he should obtain some sign which would indicate to him 
that he might y et be pardoned. 

But it had no such resuit. D'Harmental waited in vain 
ail the evening and a part of the night. At eleven o'clock, 
the light, scarcely seen through the double cnrtains still 
hermetically closed, went ont altogether. D'Hannental 
watched an hour longer at his open window, ready to seize 
the first opportunity for reconciliation ; but notliing ap- 
peared. AU was silent and dark ; and he was obliged to 
renounce the hope of seeing Bathilde till the next day. 

The next day brought the same rigid reserve ; it was 
a settled plan of defence, which, to a man less in love 
than D'Harmental, would simply hâve iudîcated fear of 
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iefeat ; but the chevalier, with a simplicity worthy of the 
ge of gold, saw iiothing but a coldness, in the eternity 
f which he began to believe ; it is true that it had lasted 
wenty-four hours. 

D'Harraeiïtal occupied himself ail the first half of the 
lay with turning in his mind a thousaiid projects, each 
nore absurd than those that came before it. The only one 
vhich was characterized by common-sense was to cross 
he Street, mount boldly to Bathilde's room, and tell her 
iverything. It came to his mind like ail the rest ; and as 
t was the only reasonable one, D'Harmental was very 
:areful not to stop at it. And indeed, it would be a great 
)oldness to présent himself thus before Bathilde, without 
)eing authorized by the least sign, and without having 
my pretext to give. Such a course of conduct could but 
vound her, and she was only too much irritated already ; 
t was better to wait, then, and D'Harmental waited. 

At two o'clock Brigaud returned, and found D'Har- 
nental in a very savage state of mind. The abbé threw 
i glanée toward the window, still hermetically closed, and 
livined everything. He took a chair, and sat down oppo- 
âte D'Harmental, twisting his thumbs round one another, 
is he saw the chevalier doing. 

"My dear pupil," said he, after a moments silence, 
*either I am a bad physiognomist, or I read on your 
face that something profoundly sad bas happened to 
jrou." 

"And you read right, my dear Abbé," said the cheva- 
lier; " I am ennuyé,*^ 

"Ah, reallyî" 

"So much so," said D'Harmental, "that I am ready to 
3end your conspiracy to the devil." 

"Oh, Chevalier, one must not throw the helve after 
the hatchet I What I send the conspiracy to the devil, 
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when ît is going on wbeels t Nonsense ! and 'what wC 
the otliers sayt** 

" Oh, you are channîng, — you and your otbers. Thi 
others, my dear Abbé, bave Society, balls, the opéra, 
duels, mistresses^ — amosements, in Bbort; they are Bt.: 
shut up, lîke me, in a niîseiable garret-'* 

" Yes ; but tbe piano, tbe drawingV 

" Even witb tbis, it îs not amusing.** 

" Ah, it is not amusing when one sings or draws alone ; 
but when one sings or draws in company, it begins to lie 
better." 

" And witb whom, in tbe devil's name, sbould I sing cr 
drawî" 

" In the first place, tbere are the Demoiselles Denis," 

" Oh, yes, they sing beantifuUy and draw vrell, do thev 
notl" 

"Mon Dieu ! I do not propose them to you as virtuosos 
and artists ; they bave not tbe talents of your neighbor. 
But, by the bye, there is your neighbor." 

" Well, my neighbor? " 

"Why do you not sing witb her, since she sings so 
well? That will amuse you." 

" Do I know her 1 Does she even open her wîndow ? 
Look, since yesterday she bas barricaded herself in her 
own roora. Ah, yes, my neighbor is amiable ! " 

" Yes, they told me that she was charming." 

" Besides, it seems to me that both sînging in our own 
rooms, we should bave a singular duet." 

" Then go to her room." 

" To her room ! Hâve I been introduced to her ? Do 
I know herî'* 

" Well, make a pretext." 

** I bave been searching for one since yesterday." 

"And you bave not found onel A man of imagina- 
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on like y ou ! My dear pupil, I do not recognizè y ou 
lere." 

" Listen, Abbé ! A truce to your pleasantries ! I am 
ot in the humor for them to-day; every one bas bis 
bupid days." 

'*Well, on tbose days one addresses bimself to bis 
riends." 

" To bis friends ! And for wbat ? " 

" To find tbe pretext wbicb be bas bimself sougbt for 
n vain." 

**Well, tben, Abbé, you are my friend; find tbe 
>retext. I wait for it." 

" Notbing is easier." 

"Really!" 

"Do you want it]" 

" Take care wbat you engage to do/* 

" I engage to open your neigbbor's door to you." 

" In a proper manner 1 " 

" Wbat I do I know any others ? " 

" Abbé, I will stranglo you if your pretext is bad." 

"And if itisgood?" 

" If it is good, Abbé, if it is good, — you are an ador- 
ible man." 

" You remember wbat tbe Comte de Laval said about 
tbe descent wbicb tbe police bave made upon tbe bouse 
in the Val-de-Grâce, and tbe necessity be was under of 
sending away bis workmen and burying bis pressî" 

" Perfectly." 

" You remember tbe détermination wbicb was come to 
in conséquence?" 

" Yes ; to employ a copyist." 

" Finally, you remember that I undertook to find tbat 
copyist î " 

"Ido." 
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" Well, this copyist on whom I had cast my eyes, this 
honest man whom I promised to discover, is discovered, 
and is no other than the guardian of Bathilde." 

**Buvatî" 

" Himself ! Well, I give you full powers. You go to 
his house ; yoa ofiFer him gold ; the door is opened wide 
to you, and you can sing as much as you like with 
Batliilde." 

" My dear Abbé," cried D'Harmental, " you bave saved 
niy life!" 

D*Harmental took his bat, and darted toward the door; 
now that he had a pretext, he doubted of nothing. 

" Stop, stop ! " said Brigand ; " you do not even ask me 
where the good man must go for the papers in question." 

" To your house, of course ! " 

" Certainly not, young man, certainly not." 

"Where, tbenî" 

"To the Prince de Listhnay's, Rue du Bac, 110." 

"The Prince de Listhnay ! and who is heî" 

" A prince of our own making, — D'Avranches, the 
vdUt-de-chamhre to Madame du Maine." 

" And you think that he will play his part well 1 " 

" Not well enough for you, perhaps, who are accustomed 
to see princes, but for Buvat — " 

" You are right. Au revoir. Abbé." 

" You find the pretext good î " 

" Capital." 

" Go, then, and good luck go with you ! " 

D'Harraental descended the stairs four at a time ; 
having arrived at the middle of the street, and sceiug 
the abbé watching him from the window, he made a part- 
ing sign to him with his hand, and disappeared through 
the door of the passage- way to Bathilde's house. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

COUNTERPLOTS. 

' her part, as may be easily understood, Bathilde had 

t luade such an effort without suffering from it ; the 

or child loved D'Harmental with ail the strength of a 

re at seventeen, — a first love. During the first month 

his absence she had counted the days ; during the fifth 

>ek she had counted the hours; during the last week 

e had counted the minutes. Then it was that the Abbé 

Chaulieu had corne for her, to take her to Mademoiselle 

Launay; and as he had taken care, not only to speak 

her talents, but also to tell who she was, Bathilde had 

en received with ail the considération which was due to 

ir, and which poor De Launay paid ail the more readily 

icause it had been so long forgotten toward herself. 

This visit, which had rendered Buvat so proud, had 

jen welcomed by Bathilde as a distraction, which might 

ilp her to pass thèse last moments of suspense; but 

hen she found that Mademoiselle de Launay wished to 

tain her the very day on which, according to her calcu- 

tion, Raoul would return, she heartily regretted her visit 

Sceaux, and would certainly hâve refused if Madame 

1 Maine herself had not interposed. It was impossible 

refuse a person who, according to the ideas of the time, 

ora the supremacy of her rank, had almost a right to 

)mmand this service ; but as she would hâve reproached 

3rself eternally if Raoul had returned in her absence, 

id on retuming had found her window closed, she had, 

21 
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as we hâve seen, insisted on returniiig to study the can- 
tata, and to explain to Buvat wbat had taken place. 
Poor Bathilds! she had invented two false pretexts, to 
hide under a double veil the true motive of her return. 

If Buvat had been proud when Bathilde was employed 
to design the costumes for the fête, he was doubly se 
when he found that she was destined to play a part in it 
Ile had constantly dreamed of Bathilde's return to for- 
tune, and to that social position of which her parents' 
death had deprived her; and anything that put her in 
communication with the social circle to which she be- 
longed, appeared to him a step toward this inévitable 
and happ}'^ resuit. 

Nevertheless, the experiment had borne heavily on him. 
The three days which he had passed without seeing Ba- 
thilde had appeared to him like three centuries. At the 
office it was not so bad, though every one could see that 
some extraordinary event had happened; but when he 
came home, poor Buvat found himself altogether misérable. 
The first day he could not eat when he sat down alone to 
that table where, for thirteen years, he had been accus- 
tomed to see Bathilde sitting opposite to him. The next 
day, when Nanette reproached him, and told him that he 
was injuring his health, he made an effort to eat ; but he 
had hardly ûnished his meal when he felt as if he had 
been swallowing lead ; and he was obliged to hâve rt;- 
course to the most powerful digestives to help down this 
unfortunate dinner. The third day Buvat did not sit 
down to table at ail, and Nanette had the greatest 
trouble to persuade him to take some broth, into which 
she declared she saw two great tears fall. At last, on 
the evening of the third day, Bathilde returned, and 
brought back his sleep and his appetite. Buvat, who for 
three nights had hardly slept, and for three days had 
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plain to hiin how she had been obliged to be absent tbat 
eveuing; slie woulil allow hîm to snspect wbat she had 
snffered; and if sbe might judge of his feelings by her 
own, be would be so bappy tbat he woiild forgive her. 

Ail tbis passed tbiongh Bathilde's mind wbile waiting 
for Madame du Maine on tbe border of the lake ; and it 
was in tbe midst of tbe discoarse sbe was preparing for 
Raoul tbat tbe approacb of the little galley sTirprised her. 
At first — in ber fear of singing before sucb a great Com- 
pany — sbe tbought her voice would fait ; but she was toc 
good a mosician not to be enconraged by the admirable 
instrumentation which supported ber. Sbe resolved not 
to allow herself to be intimidated, and abandoning herself 
to the inspiration of the music and of the scène, she went 
through her part with such success tbat every one con- 
tinued to take ber for the singer wbom sbe replaced, 
although tbat singer was the first at the opéra, and was 
supposed to bave no rival. 

But Bathilde's astonishment was great when, after the 
solo was finisbed, she looked toward the group which was 
approaching ber, and saw, seated by Madame du Maine, 
a yonng cavalier so much like Eaoul that if tbis appari- 
tion had presented itself to her in the midst of the song, 
her voice must bave failed her. For an instant she 
doubted ; but as the galley touched the shore she could 
do so no longer. It was impossible that two persoiis, 
though brothers, should resemble each other so exactly ; 
it was certain that the young cavalier of Sceaux and the 
young student of the attic were one and the sanie. 

This was not, bowever, what wounded Bathilde; the 
rank which Raoul appeared to hold, instead of removing 
liim from the daughter of Albert du Rocher, only bronght 
him nearer to her; and besides, she had recognized in 
liim at first sight, as be had in her, the marks of high 
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but by twelve o'clock he was so sleepy that it wa^ in vain 
he rubbed his eyes, aud tried to sîng bis favorite song. 
He could Dot keep awake^ and at lengtb be weut to bed, 
telling ]N^anette to let bim know tbe uext morning as soon 
as Bathilde was visible. 

As luay be imagiued^ Batbilde was well satisfied to fiiid 
Xanette alone ; Buvat's présence would bave been very 
irksome to her. Tbere is iu woman's beart, at wliatever 
âge, a sympatby for tbe griefs of love wbicb is ne ver found 
in tbe beart of a man, bowever tender and compassionate 
tbat beart may be. In Buvat's présence Batbilde would 
not bave dared to weep ; in présence of Nanette sbe biUrst 
into tears. Nanette bad expected to see ber young mis- 
tress return proud and joyous at tbe triumpb wbich sbe 
could not fail to obtain, and was distressed to see her iu 
tbis state ; but to ail ber questions Batbilde i-eplied tbat 
it was notbing, absolutely notbing. Nanette saw tbat it 
was of no use to insist, and went to ber rooui» wli.icb^ as 
we bave said, was next to Batbilde's ; but sbe could not 
resist tbe impulse of curiosity, and lookiug through tbe 
key-bole, sbe saw ber young mistress kneel down b<;fore 
ber little crucifix, and tben, as by a sudden impulse, run 
to tbe window, open it, and look at tbe window opposite. 
Nanette doubted no longer ; Batbilde*s grief was somehow 
counected witb ber love, and it was caused by tbe young 
raan wbo lived on tbe otber side of tbe street. Sbe felt 
relieved ; women pity tbese griefs above ail otbers, but 
tliey also know tbat tbey may corne to a good end. Na- 
nette went to sleep mucb less concerued tban sbe would 
bave been bad sbe not discovered tbe cause of Batbilde's 
tears. 

Batbilde slept badly ; tbe first griefs and tbe first joys 
of love bave the sarae results. Sbe woke tberefore witb 
suiiken eyes and pale cbeeks. Sbe would bave dispensed 
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viih seeing Buvat, but he had already asked for her 
wice, 80 she took couiuge, aud weut smiling to speak to 
lim. Buvat, however, was not deceived: he could Dot 
ail to notice her pale cheeks, and Bathilde's grief was 
)bvious to him. She of course deuied that she was in any 
)ther than her usual condition. Buvat pretended to be- 
levé her, but went to the office very uneasy, and anxious 
io know what could hâve happened to her. 

When he was gone Nanette approached Bathilde, wlio 
was sitting in her chair with her head leaning on her 
hand, and stood an instant before her, contemplating her 
with an alniost maternai love ; then, finding that Bathilde 
did not speak, she herself broke silence. 

" Are you suffering stiil, Mademoiselle î " said she. 

" Yes, my good Nanette." 

" If you would open the window, I think it would do 
you good." 

" Oh, no, Nanette, thank you ; the window must re- 
main closed." 

" You do not know, i^erhaps, Mademoiselle — " 

"Yes, yes, Nanette ! I know." 

" That the yonug man opposite returned this morning." 

"Well, Nanette," said Bathilde, raising her head and 
looking at her with severity, "what is that to mel" 

" Pardon, Mademoiselle," answered Nanette, " but I 
thought — " 

" What did you think î " 

" That you regretted his absence, and would be glad of 
his return." 

"You were wrong." 

"Pardon, Mademoiselle, but he appears so distinguished." 

" Too much so, Nanette ; a great deai too much so for 
poor Bathilde." 

" Too distinguished for you. Mademoiselle 1 '' cried 
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Nanette, " as if you were not worth ail the noblemen in 
the world I Besides, you are noble ! " 

" I am what I appear to be, Nanette ; that is to say, 
a poor girl, with whose peace, bonor, and love, every 
nobleman tbinks be may play witb impunity. Yoii see, 
Nanette, tbat this window must bo closed. 1 niiist not 
see this young man again." 

" Mon Dieu ! Mademoiselle Batbilde, you wish, tben^ to 
kill this poor young man witb grief ! This wbole morn- 
ing be has not moved from bis window, and looks so sad 
that it is enougb to break one*s beart." 

"Wbat does bis looking sad matter to meî What 
bas be to do witb me ? I do not know bim. I do not 
even know bis name. He is a stranger, wbo bas corne 
bere to stay for a few days, and wbo to-raorrow may go 
away again, if be bas not already gone. If I had 
thougbt anytbing of bim, I sbould bave been wrong, 
Nanette ; and instead of encouraging me in a love which 
would be folly, you ougbt, on tbe contrary, — supposing 
tbat it existecl, — to sbow me tbe absurdity and tbe 
danger of it." 

^^ Mon Dieu! Mademoiselle, wby soî You must love 
some day, and you may as well love a bandsome young 
man who looks like a king, and wbo must be ricb, since 
be does not do anytbing/' 

"Well, Nanette, what would you say if this younî^ 
man who appears to you so simple, so loyal, and so good, 
were an evil-minded man, a traitor, a liar]" 

"Ah, mon Dieu! Mademoiselle, I sbould say it was 
impossible." 

" If I told you tbat this young man wbo lives in an 
attic, and wbo shows bimself at the window dressed so 
simply, was yesterday at Sceaux, giving bis arm to Ma- 
dame du Maine, dressed as a colonel î" 
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" I should say, Mademoiselle, that at last God is just 
in sending ycu some one worthy of you. Holy Virgin ! 
a colonel ! a friend of the Duchesse du Maine ! Oh, 
Mademoiselle Bathilde, you will be a countess, I tell you ! 
and it is not too much for you. If Providence gave to 
ail what they deserve, you would be a duchess, a prin- 
cess, a queen, — yes, Queen of France ; Madame de Main- 
tenon was — " 

** I would not be like her, Nanette." 

" I do not say like her ; besides, it is not the king you 
love. Mademoiselle." 

" I do not love any one, Nanette." 

" I am too polite to coutradict you, Mademoiselle. But 
never mind, you are ill ; and the first remedy for a youug 
person wlio is ill is air and sun. Look at the poor flowers ; 
when they are shut up, they turn pale. Let me open the 
window. Mademoiselle." 

"Nanette, I forbid you; go to your work and leave 
me. 

"Very well. Mademoiselle, I will go, since you drive 
me away," said Nanette, lifting the corner of her apron 
to her eye ; " but if I were in that young man's place, 
I know very well what I would do." 

" And what would you do 1 " 

" I would come and explain myself ; and I am sure that 
even if he were wrong you would excuse him." 

" Nanette,'' said Bathilde, " if he cornes, I forbid you to 
admit him ; do you hear 1 " 

"Very weU, Mademoiselle; he shall not be admitted, 
though it is not very polite to turn people away froni 
the door." 

** Polite or not, you will do as I tell you," said Bathilde, 
to whom contradiction gave strength ; " and now go. I 
wish to be al one." 



330 LE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL. 

Nanette went out. 

Wheu she was alone, Bathllde burst into tears, for her 
strength wus but pride. She believed herself the most 
unfortunate wumau iu the world, as D'Harmental thought 
bimself the most unfortunate man. 

At a few minutes afber four o'clock Buvat returned. 
Bathilde, seeing the traces of uneasiness on bis good- 
uatured face, did ail she could to tranquillize bim. Sbe 
smiled, she joked, sbe kept hiin eompany at table; but 
ail was in vain, After dinner he proposed to Bathilde, 
as an amusement whose attraction was irrésistible, to take 
a walk on the terrace. Bathilde, thinking that if she 
refused, Buvat would remain with her, made a pretesce 
of accepting, and went up with bim into bis room ; but 
wheu there, she remembered that she must write a letter 
of thanks to the Abbé de Chaulieu^ for bis kindness in 
presenting her to Madame du Maine, and leaving hei 
guardian with Mirza, she ^vent down. Shortly after, she 
heard Mirza scratching at the door, and went tiO opeii it. 
Mirza entered with such démonstrations of joy that Ba- 
thilde understood that something extraordinary must bave 
happened ; and on looking attentively, she saw the letter 
tied to Mirza's collar. As this was the second she had 
brought, Bathilde had no difficulty in guessing whence 
it came and who was the author of the letter. The 
temptation was too stroug for Bathilde even to try to 
resist; she detached the paper with oue hand, which 
trembled as she remembered that it probably contained 
the destiny of her life, while with the other she caressed 
Mirza, who, standing on her hind-legs, appeared deligbted 
at having become so important a personage. Bathilde 
opened the letter, and looked at it twice without being 
able to decipher a single line. There was a mist befoxe 
her eyes. 
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The letter, while it said a great deal, did not say quite 
enough. It protested innocence and asked for pardon ; 
it spoke of strange circumstances requiring secrecy ; but, 
above ail, it said that the writer was madly in love. The 
resuit was that, without completely reasauring her, it yet 
did her good. 

Bathilde, however, with a remuant of pride, detennined 
not to relent till the next day ; since Raoul confessed 
himself guilty, he should be punished. She did not re- 
luember that half of this punishment would recoil upon 
hei^self. The efiFect of the letter, incomplète as it was, 
was such that when Buvat returned from the terrace he 
thought Bathilde looked infinitely better than when he 
had left lier an hour before. Her color had returned; 
her cheerful nianner was more genuine ; and her speech 
was no longer abrupt and nervous, as it had been since 
the day before. He began, therefore, to believe what she 
herself had told him in the morning, that her agitation 
was the resuit of lier excited state the day before ; and at 
eight o'clock he mounted to his room, leaving Bathilde, 
who complained of having been kept up the night before 
till three o'clock in the morning, to retire whenever she 
liked. 

But Bathilde, notwithstanding her wakefulness on the 
preceding night, had not the lea^t inclination to sleep; 
she sat up for a long tinie, contented and happy, for she 
knew that her neighbor's window was open, and by this 
persistence she understood his anxiety. Two or three 
times she was inclined to tranquillize his mind by going 
to him with the assurance that if he would give her any 
explanation whatever his pardon would be freely accorded; 
but it seemed to her that thus to présent herself to Raoul 
was more than a young girl in her position ought to do. 
She therefore postponed the matter to the next day. 
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That night she dreamed that Raoul was at her feet, and 
tliat lie gave her such good reasons for his conduct that 
it was she, in her turn, who asked for pardon. 

Thiis in the morning she awoke convinced that she had 
been dreadfully severe, and wondering how she could 
hâve had tbe courage to niake poor Raoul suffer so much. 
And therefore her tirst movement was to run to the 
window and open it ; but perceiving, through an almost 
imperceptible opening, the young man at his window, 
she stopped short. Would not this be too complète an 
avowal? It would be better to wait for Nanette; she 
would open the window quite as a matter of course, and, 
opened thus by her, it would afford her neighbor no 
grountl to plume himself on his share in the matter. 

Nauette arrived; but she had been too much scolded 
the day before about this window to risk being scolded a 
second time. She went about her work without saying 
a Word in regard to the admission of fresh air ; and when 
she went out she had not touched even the curtains. 
Bathilde was ready to cry. 

Buvat came dowu as usual to take his coffee with 
Bathilde. She hoped that he at least would ask why 
slie kept herself so shut up; and upon that she might 
ask him to open the window. Buvat, however, had 
received a new order for the classification of some manu- 
scripts, and was so preoccupied that he finished his 
coffee and left the roora without once remarking that 
the curtains were closed. 

For the first time Bathilde felt almost aiigry with him, 
and thought he must hâve paid her very little attention 
not to discover that she must be half stified in such a 
close room. What was she to do î Tell Nanette to open 
the window î She would not do it. Open it herself she 
could not. She must then wait; but till whenî Till 
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the next day, or the day after perhaps, and what would 
Eaoul thiuk] Would he not become impatient at this 
exaggerated sevority 1 Suppose he should again leave for 
a fortnight, for a month, for six weeks, for ever] Ba- 
thilde would die; she could not live without Raoul. 

Two hours passed thus ; Bathilde tried everything, lier 
embroidery, lier harpsichord, her drawing, but she could 
do nothing. Nanette came in ; a slight hope returned to 
her. But Nanette wished only to ask leave to go out. 
Bathilde sigued to her that she could go. She was going 
to the Faubourg St. Antoine; she would be away, then, 
at least two hours. What was Bathilde to do during 
thèse two hours? It would hâve been so delightful to 
pass them at the window. 

Bathilde sat down and drew out the letter ; she knew 
it by heart, but yet she read it again. How had she 
refrained from surrend ering at once on receiving such a 
letter as thatî It was so tender, so passionate, so evi- 
dently frora the heart. Oh, if she could receive a second 
letter ! This was an idea ; she looked at Mirza, the grace- 
ful little messenger ; she took her in her arma, and then, 
trerabling as if she were about to commit a crime, she 
went to open the outer door. A young man was stand- 
ing before this door reaching out his hand toward the 
bell. Bathilde uttered a cry of joy, and the young man 
a cry of love. That young man was Raoul. 
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CHAPTEE XXX. 



THE SEVENTH HEAVEN. 



Bathilde made some steps backward, for she had nearly 
falleii into RaouFs arms. Haoul^ having shut the door, 
followed Bathilde into the room, Their two names, ex- 
changed in a double cry, escaped their lips. Their hands 
met in an electric clasp, and ail was forgotten. Thèse 
two, who had so much to say, stood with their hearts 
beating almost against each other, and said nothing. 
Their soûls had passed into their eyes, and spoke with 
the grand voice of silence, which, in love, says so many 
things, and which has this advantage over the other voice, 
— tliat it never lies. 

Thus they remained for some minutes. At length 
Bathilde felt the tears coming into her eyes ; she sighed, 
and throwing back her head as if to recover her breath, 
she said, *' Oh, mon Dieu ! mon Dieu ! how I hâve 
suffered ! " 

«* And hâve not I î " said D'Harmental, — " I, who 
bave appeared to you guilty, and am yet innocent!" 

" Innocent ! " cried Bathilde, to whora, by a natural 
reaction, ail her doubts returned. 

" Yes, innocent," replied the chevalier. 

And then he told Bathilde ail that he had a right to 
tell her, — that is to say, bis duel with Lafare ; how he 
had, after that, hidden in the Rue du Temps-Perdu ; how 
he had seen Bathilde, and loved her ; bis astonishment 
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at discovering successively in her the élégant woman, the 
skilful painter, the accomplished nmsician ; his joy when 
he began to tliink that she was not whoUy indiffèrent to 
him. Then he told her how he had received, as colonel 
of carabineers, the order to go to Bretagne, and on his 
return had been obliged to render an account of his mis- 
sion to the Duchesse du Maine before returning to Paris. 
He had gone directly to Sceaux, expecting only to leave 
his despatches in passing, when he had found himsolf 
in the midst of the fête, in which he had been obliged 
unwillingly to take a part. This récital was concluded by 
expressions of regret, and such protestations of fidelity 
and love that Bathilde almost forgot the beginning of his 
discourse in listening to the end. 

It was now her tuni. She also had a long history to 
tell D'Harnjental ; but in it there were no reserves or 
obscurities. It was the history, not of an epoch in her 
life, but of ail her life. With a certain pride in proving 
to her lover that she was worthy of hini, she showed her- 
self as a child caressed by her father and mother, then 
an orphan and abandoned ; then appeared Buvat, with his 
plain face and his sublime heart, and she spoke of ail 
his attentions, ail his kindness, ail his love for his poor 
pupil. She passed in revievv her careless childhood and 
her pensive youth ; then she arrived at the time when she 
first saw D'Harmental, and when she reached that point 
she smiled, blushing, for she was very sure that there was 
nothing further which she needed to tell him. 

But she was mistaken. ïhat which Bathilde thought 
she had no need to recount to the chevalier was precisely 
what the chevalier insisted on hearing from her own lips, 
without the omission of a single détail. In vain the poor 
child paused, blushed, lowered her eyes ; she was obliged 
to open her virginal heart, while D'Harraental, on his 
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knees before her, listened to lier smallest words. And 
when she was through, she miist begin again ; for D'Har- 
mental could not weary of hearing, — so happy was he in 
finding himself loved by Bathilde, and so proud of his 
love for her. 

Two hours slipped by like two seconds, and they -were 
still there when some one rang at the door. Bathilde 
looked at the clock which was in the corner of the room ; 
it was six minutes past four. The knocking could mean 
but one thing, — Buvat's retum. Bathilde's first move- 
raent was one of fear ; but Eaoul reassured her, smiling, 
for he had the pretext with which the Abbé Brigaud had 
furnished him. The two lovers exchanged a last grasp 
of the hand, then Bathilde went to open the door to her 
guardian, who, as usual, kissed her on the forehead, then, 
on entering the room, perceived D'Harmental. Buvat was 
astounded ; he had never before found any man with his 
pupil. He fixed on D'Harraental his astonished eyes 
and waited , he fancied he had seen the young man 
before. D'Harmental advanced toward him with that 
ease of which people of a certain class hâve not even 
an idea. 

" It is to Monsieur Buvat," he said, " that I hâve the 
honor of speaking î " 

'*To myself, Monsieur/' said Buvat, starting at the 
Sound of the voice, which he thought he recognized ; 
" but the honor is on my side.'' 

"You know the Abbé Brigaud 1" asked D'Harmental. 

" Yes, perfectly, Monsieur ; the — the — the — of 
Madame Denis, is he notî" 

^ Yes," replied D'Harmental, smiling ; " the confessor 
of Madame Denis." 

" Yes, I know him, — a clever man. Monsieur, a élever 
man." 
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" Did you not once app^y to him to get some copyîng 
to do ] " 

" Yes, Monsknr^ for I am a oopyist, at your service." 

« Well," said D'Harmental, "tins dear Abbé Brigand, 
who is my giiardian, — that yon may know, Monsieur, to 
iiirhom you are speaking, -— bas found an excellent eus- 
tomer for you." 

" Ah, really ? Take a seat. Monsieur." 

" Thank you." 

" And who is this customer, if you please î " 

*• The Prince de Listhnay, Rue du Bac, 110." 

" A prince, Monsieur ! a prince î " 

" Yes ; a Spaniard, who is in correspondence with the 
* Mercure de Madrid/ and sends ail the news from Paris." 

" Why, it is a godsend, that, Monsieur ! " 

" A godsend indeed, as you say. It will give you «orne 
trouble, however, for ail the despatches are in Spanish." 

"2>wr6^«/"8aidBuvat. 

" Do you know Spanishl" asked D'Harmental. 

** No, Monsieur ; I do not think so, at least." 

" Never mind,** continued the chevalier, smiling at 
Buvat's uncertainty ; " one need not know a language to 
make copies in that language." 

" I could copy Chinese, Monsieur ; caligraphy, like draw- 
ing, is an imitative art." 

" And I know that in this respect, Monsieur Buvat," 
replied D'Harmental, " you are a great artist." 

" Monsieur," said Buvat, " you embarrass me. May 
I ask, without indiscrétion, at -what time I shall find his 
Highnessi" 

"WhatHighnessI" 

"His Highness the Prince de — I don't rememl^er 
the name you mentioned, Monsieur — which you did me 
the honor to mention," added Buvat, t;orrecting himself. 

22 
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" Ah, the Prince de Listhnay." 

" ïhat is it." 

" He is not Highness, my dear Monsieur Buvat" 

" Pardon, I thought ail princes — " 

'^ Oh, there are princes and princes. This is a prince 
of the third order, and he will be quite satisfied if you 
call him Monseigneur." 

« You think 80 r' 

" I ani sure of it." 

" And when shall I find him, if you please î " 

** Why, in an hour from now, if you wish, — after your 
dinner, for example, from five to half-past tive. You re- 
member the address)" 

"Yes; Rue du Bac, 110. Very good. Monsieur; very 
good. I will be there." 

" Now," said D'Harmental, " au revoir ! And you, 
Mademoiselle," he added, turniug to Bathilde, "receive 
my thanks for your kindnesa in keeping me company 
while I waited for Monsieur Buvat, a kindness for which, 
I assure you, I shall be etemally grateful." 

And D'Harmental took liis leave, while Bathilde re- 
mained astonished at the ease and assurance which his 
expérience in similar situations had given him. 

" This young man is really very amiable," said Buvat. 

" Yes, very," said Bathilde, mechanically. 

" But it is an extraordinary thing ; I tliink I hâve seen 
him before." 

" It is possible," said Bathilde. 

" And his voice ; I am sure I know his voice." 

Bathilde started ; for she remembered the evening wlien 
Buvat had returned frightened from the adventure in the 
Eue des Bons-Enfans, and D'Harmental had not spoken 
of that adventure. At this moment Nanette entered, an- 
nouncing dinner. Buvat, who was eager for his interview 
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witli the Prince de Listhiiay, went first into the dining- 
rooiîi. 

*' Well, Mademoiselle," said Nanette, softly, " the hand- 
some young man came, then, after alH " 

"Yes, Nanette, yes/' answered Bathilde, raising her 
eyes to heaven with an expression of infinité gratitude ; 
**and I am very happy." 

She passed on into the dining-room, where Buvat, who 
had put his hat on his cane and his cane in a corner, was 
waiting for her, and slapping his thighs with his hands, as 
was his cnstom in his moments of extrême satisfaction. 

As to D'Harmental, he was no less happy than Bathilde. 
He was loved, — he was sure of it; Bathilde had told 
him so, with the same pleasure she had felt on hearing 
him make the same déclaration. He was loved, not by 
a poor orphan, not by a littla grisette, but by a young 
daughter of the nobility, whose father and mother had 
occupied an honorable position at court. ïhere weré, 
then, no obstacles to their union ; if there remained some 
différence of rank between them, it was. so slight that 
Bathilde needed to ascend but a single step, and D'Har- 
meutal to descend a single step, and they would meet 
midway. It is true that D'Harmental forgot one thing, — 
the secret which, because it was not his own, he thought 
himself obliged to withhold from Bathilde ; that conspir- 
acy which hollowed under his feet an abyss which might 
engulf him at any moment. But D'Harmental was not 
thinking of such things. He was sure that he was loved, 
and the .sun of love gave to his sad and desolate life a 
rose-colored horizon. 

As to Bathilde, she was troubled by no doubts about 
the future. It is true no word of marriage had been 
spoken between her and D'Harmental; but their hearts 
had been manifest to each other in ail their purity, and 
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no wrîtten oontract of maniage ooald be worth so much 
as a look from Haoul's eyes, and the pressure of his bands. 
And su when, after dinner, Buvat, congratulating himself 
on the i^rize that had fallen to him, took his hat and cane 
to go to the Prince de Listhnay's, she first fell on her 
knees to thank God> iind then, wîthont hesitatiou, went 
to open the window so long closed. D'EIarm^ntal was 
still fit his. Tliey had very soon settled their plans, and 
taken Nanette into their confidence^ Every day when 
Buvat was gone, D'Harmental was to corne «iid 6tay two 
hours with Bathild^. The rest of the time would be 
passed at the Windows, or, if by chance thèse mnst 
be closed, they would write to each otlier. Toward seven 
o'clock they saw Buvat tuming the comèr of the Rue 
Montmartre ; he carried a roll of paper in one band, and 
his cane in the other, and by his important air, it was 
easy to see that he had spoken to the prince himself. 
D'Harmental closed his window. 

Bathilde had feared that this «tory of the Prince de 
Listhnay was only an invention to explain D'HarmentaFs 
présence. Having had no chance to ask for an explana- 
tion, and not daring to dissuade Buvat £x)iâ going to the 
Rue du Bac, she had witnessed his departure with a cer- 
tain degree of remorse. She loved Buvat ^âth ail the 
gratitude of her heart. He was to her an object of sacred 
viBneration, to be forever shielded from ridicule. She 
therefore awaited his retum with anxiety, that she niight 
infer from the expression of his face what had happened. 
Buvat's face was glowing. 

"Well, little father?" said Bathilde, with lingering 
appréhension. 

"Well," replied Buvat, " I hâve seen his Highness." 

" But, pardon, little father," she said, smiling ; " you 
know that Monsieur Eaoul said the Prince de Listhnay 
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as no Hght io that title, since he is only a prâce of tlie 
lird order." 

" I gnarantee him of thô fiïst," said Buvat* " Sahre de 
ois I a nian of five feet ten, who throws his moiiey about, 
nd paj's for copies at fifteeu francs tbe page, and bas 
iven tvventy-flve louis in advance. A prince of the third 
rder I I should think so ! '* 

Then another fear cam© into Bathilde's mind, — tbat 
his pretended customer, \vhom Raoul had found for Bu- 
at, was only a pretext to induce him to aeeept money, 
rhich he migbt think he had earned. Thia fear had 
1 it something humiliating and oppressive. Bathilde 
Lirned her ey^ toward D'Harmentars window, but she 
aw D'Harmental looking at her witb so much love that 
he thought of nothing but of looking at him in return, 
7hich she did with such eagernesa tbat Buvat came for- 
irard to see what was attiaeting her attentioxi» But 
)'Harmental, seeing him, let fall the curtain, and the 
pod man's cnriosity remained unsatisfied. 

" So, then, little father," said Bathilde, wishing to turn 
fF his attention, ♦'you are content î" 

" Quite ; but I must tell you one thing." 

" What is it î " 

** You remember that I told you that I thought I recog- 
lized the face and voice of this young man, but could not 
ell you where I had seen and heard them % " 

" Yes, you told me so.*' 

" Well, it suddenly struck me to-day, as I was crossing 
he Rue des Bons-Enfans, that it was thè same young 
uan whom I saw on that terrible night of which I cannot 
liink without trembling." 

" Really, little father î " said Bathilde, trembling. 
* Ob, what folly ! " 

" Yes, what folly ! for I was on the point of returning. 
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I tbought this Priuce de Listhnay mîght be some brigand 
cbief, and tbat tbey wore going to eutice me iiito a 
cavern. But as I iiever carry any money, I concluded 
that my fears were exaggerated, and fortunately I over- 
came them by force of reason." 

" And now, little fatber, you are satisfied, are you not," 
replied Bathilde, " that tbis poor young man, who came 
bere tbis afbernoon in bebalf of tbe Abbé Brigaud, has no 
connection witb him to wbom you spoke in tbe Rue des 
Bons-Enfansi" 

" Certainly. A captain of tbieves could bave no con- 
nection witb bis Higbness." 

" Ob, tbat would be impossible ! " said Batbilde. 

" Yes, tbat would be impossible. But I am forgetting. 
My cbild, you must excuse me if I do not stay with you 
tbis evening. I promised bis Higbness tbat I would go 
to work at once, and I must keep my promise. Good- 
night, my dear cbild." 

"Good-nigbt, little fatber." 

Buvat went up to bis room, wbere be immediately 
applied bimself to tbe task for wbicb tbe Prince de 
Listhnay bad so liberally paid him. 

As to tbe loyers, tbey resumed tbe conversation inter- 
Tupted by Buvat's returu ; and God only knows at what 
hour tbe two Windows were closed. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

FÉNELON's SUCCESSOR. 

Ihanks to the arrangements agreed upon between the 
bwo lovers, which afforded to their love so long restrained 
ûl the expansion possible, three or four days slipped by 
like moments, during which they were the happiest beiugs 
in the world. 

But the earth, which seemed to them to be at a stand- 
still, continued its révolutions, and the events which were 
to waken them, at the moment when they least expected 
interruption, were silently preparing. 

The Duc de Richelieu had kept bis promise. The 
Maréchal de Villeroy, who had intended to remain a week 
away from the Tuileries, was recalled on the fourth day 
by a letter from bis wife, who wrote to him that bis 
présence near the king was more than ever necessary, 
the measles having declared itself at Paris, and having 
already attacked several persons in the Palais Royal. 
Monsieur de Villeroy came back directly ; for, it will be 
remembered, ail those successive deaths which three or 
four years before had afflicted the kingdom had been 
attributed to the measles, and the marshal would not lose 
this opportunity of parading bis vigilance. It was bis 
privilège, as governor of the king, never to leave him 
except by an order from himself, and to rèmain with 
him, whoever entered, even though it should be the 
régent. It was especiaUy with regard to the régent that 
the marshal affected such extraordinary précaution; and 
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a8 thif» ffuit^ the hatred of Madame du Main» umL je; 
party, tli^y praised Monsiair de Vilteoy highlr, and sinvau 
a>>rr>arl a report that he had ùmnd on the chiTnmgr-giet.'e 
6f I>^ni8 XV, some poiaoned boubous whieh faad béez: 
plaçai thwft hy some pesson anknown. 

Th<^ m^nlt of ail thi» waa m mcicam of calnwiTiy agaÏTist 
th^ DiK". rl^Oriéangy and of importaoee ou tiie psr& a£ rhs 
mar!4ha]y who persuaded tbe yoang kfng tiiat he awed. hin 
hw WtK Throngh tiie Ibree ci ftbafc bdi^ he «M a |^in"ifwf 
^^ai ififlnenc» over the poor loyal ebàM^ wbts '< 
Ut fmr Av^rythin^y had eonédeoe» m ao oœ bot ! 
de Villeroy ami Monnear de Fiejoa. 

Mormi^tir de Villeroy, then, waa the mu wfao waa 
neeflM] to rleliireT the miâsivea; btst anch wa» the kxeso- 
Intion of h\ë charaeter that he acc^^led the chaîna ooly 
afier oonAiderable heaitatioD. Ife waa fioaily mnsogsA that 
on ihe following Moinday '— a daj wh^i by Tf ait of hia 
Hufidny mipimm the vegent larely vimted the king — the 
iwo Mif^rn of Philip V. ahoald be aent to him, and tiien 
Mofmieiir de Villeroy nhould profit by hia solitode wifch 
hifl pn|iil to make him sign the otder for the eouTocation 
of ilm Mifiton (lenoroU and that it should be made public 
(lie tinxt (lay tiofora the hour of the regenfa viaît, ao that 
iliern nhouM be no way of drawii^^ baek. 

Wliile ail tlioMe thinge were plotting againat him, the 
tp^mï wnH lentlitig hia ordinary life in the midat of hia 
Work, hiN ntiulioMt tii» pleasurca, and his fiimlly bickmngs. 
As we havQ iaid^ three of hia daughteia gave him aerious 
trotibln. Madame de Berri, whom he loved the most, 
bncauR^t he had wivod her when the moat celebrated doe- 
tora had glvon her up» throwing off ail reatraint, lived 
piiblinly wiih lliom, vrhora» when reproached by her 
futlier» the throatoneil to marry. A étrange threat, bat 
which^ i( oarried out» woold bave canaed at that time. 
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mng to the regard still eBerUhcd for the snpremacy of 
mk^ far more scandai thaxt tbe amours wbîch at auy 
bher time siidi a martiage vrould hâve sanctified. 

Mademoiselle de Chartres persisted in her resolution to 
ecome a nnn, although she still, durîng her novittate, 
Dxitinued to enjoy ail the pleasures she could managq to 
itrodnoe into the eloister. She had in her cell her guns 
nd pistols, and a magnificent assortmeut of fireworks, 
^hich enabled her to give a pyrotechnie entertainment 
) her young friends every evening. But she would not 
îave the convent, where her father vvent every Wednes- 
ay to visit her. 

The third peraon of the family who gave him uneasiness 
ras Mademoiselle de Valoisy whom be suspected of being 
tichelieu's mistress, bat without ever being able to obtain 
ertain proof, although he had put bis police on the watch, 
nd had himself more than once paid her visits at hours 
rhen be thought it most probable he should meet the 
uke. Theae suspicions were increased by her refusai to 
mrry the Prince de Dombes,— >an excellent match, en> 
Lched as he was by the spoils of La Grande Mademoiselle, 
'he regeut had seized a new opportunity of assuriug him- 
elf whether this refusai was due to her antipathy to the 
oung prince or to her love for the duke, by welcoming 
he overtures which Plëneuf, his ambassador at Turin, had 
lade for a marriage between the beautiful Charlotte Aglaë 
nd the Prince de Piémont. Mademoiselle de Valois re- 
elled again, but thia time in vain ; the régent, departing 
rom his usual good<natured indulgence, this time insisted, 
nd the poor lovers lost ail hope, when an unexpected 
vent broke off the negotiations. Madame, the mot her of 
tie régent, with her German frankness, had written to the 
{ueen of Sicily, one of her most constant correspondent^, 
bat she loved her too much not to warn her that the 
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princess who was destined for the young prince faad a 
lover, and tbat that lover was the Duc de Richeliea. It 
may be supposed that tins déclaration put an end to the 
scheme. 

The régent was at first exceedingly angrj at this resuit 
of his mother*s mania for writing letters; but he was nut 
a man to persist long in an angry mood, and presently lie 
was able to laugh at this latest epistolary escapade of Ma- 
dame. And besides, at this time his attention was called 
to another very important matter; namely, Dubois's claim 
to be made an archbishop. 

We bave seen that, on Dubois's retum from London, 
the affair had first been broached under the form of a 
joke, and how the régent had received the recommenda- 
tion of the Ënglish king. But Dubois was not a man la 
be beaten by a first refusa]. Cambrai was vacant by the 
death of the Cardinal la Tremouille, and was one of the 
richest archbishoprics in the Church. A hundred and 
fifty thousand francs a year were attached to it ; and it 
was difficult to say whether Dubois was most tempted 
by the title of successor to Fénelon, or by the rich 
bénéfice attached to it. 

Dubois, on the first opportunity, brought up the sub- 
ject of the archbishopric. The régent again tried to tum 
it off with a joke, but Dubois became more positive and 
more pressing. The régent was unable to endure weari- 
ness, and Dubois began to weary him by his persistence ; 
therefore, to dispose of him once for ail, he challenged 
Dubois to find a prelate who would consecrate him. 

" Is that ain " cried Dubois, joyously ; " I hâve hiin 
within easy reach." 

" Impossible !" said the régent, who did not believe 
the sycophancy of man could go to such lengths as 
that. 
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" You will see," said Dubois ; and he ran oui In five 
jinutes he returned. 

" Well î " asked the régent. 

" Well," answered Dubois, "I Lave secured our man." 

"And who is the scoundrel who is willing to consecrate 
fellow like youî" 

** Your first almoner, Monseigneur." 

" The Bishop of Nantes? " 

" Neither more nor less." 

" Tressan ! " 

"Himself." 

" Impossible !" 

" Hère he is." 

And at this moment the door was opened, and the 
Bishop of Nantes was announced. 

" Come, Monsieur, come ! " cried Dubois, running to 
îim ; "his royal Highness honors us both in naming me 
A.rchbishop of Cambrai, and in choosing you to consecrate 
lie." 

"Monsieur de Nantes," asked the régent, "is it true 
ihat you consent to make the abbé an archbishop?" 

" Your Highness's wishes are commanda for me, Mou- 
seigneur." 

"But you know that he is neither sub-deacon, deacon, 
Qor priestV 

" Never mind, Monseigneur," cried Dubois, " hère is 
Monsieur de Nantes, who will tell you that ail thèse 
orders may be conferred in a day." 

" But there is no example of such a thing." 

" Yes, — Saint Ambroise." 

" Then, my dear Abbé," said the régent, laughing, " if 
you hâve ail the fathers of the Church with you, I hâve 
nothing more to say, and I abandon you to Monsieur de 
Tressan." 
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" I will give him back tu you with the cxoaB and mitre, 
Monseigneur." 

" But you miist hâve the grade of licentiate,** eontinned 
the regeut, who begaa to be amused at the diseussion. 

" I hâve a promijae from the University of Oriéaqs." 

" But you must hâve attestations." 

" Is there not BesoDs î " 

" A certificate of good life and manners," 

" I will hâve one signed by Noailles." 

" No ; there I defy you, Abbé." 

" Then your Highness will give me one. ïhe signature 
of the régent of France must hâve as much weight at 
Rome as that of a wicked cardinal." 

" Dubois," said the régent, ** a little more respect, if 
you please, for the princes of the Church." 

"You are right. Monseigneur. There is no saying 
what one may become," 

" You a cardinal I " cried the régent, laughing. 

" Since your Highness will not give me the blue rib- 
bon," said Dubois, " I must content myself with th© red, 
until I can do better." 

"Better! Cardinal!" 

" Stay ! why should I not some day be Pope ? •• 

" True, Borgia was a pope." 

" May God give us both a long life, Monseigneur, and 
you will see that and many other thîngs." 

" Pardieu / " said the régent, ^'you know that I laugh 
at death." 

" Alas ! too much." 

" Well, you will make a poltroon of me by curiosity." 

"There would be no harm in that; and to begin, 
Monseigneur would do well to discontinue hia noctunial 
excursions." 

"Whyî" 
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'< In tlie ûtst place, beoanse they endanger bis Ufe." 

" What does that matterl" 

" Then for another reasoi^." 

"Whatr' 

'^Because/' said Duboî«, assuiming a hypocritical air, 
they are a subject of s(5aiidal for the Churcli." 

"Ootothedevil!" 

'^ You see, MonedeiaT, " said Dabois, titming to Tressaii, 
in the midst of wbat libertines and hardened dnners 

am obliged to live. I kope tbat yoar Eminence ^ill 
)nsîder my position, and will Bot be too severe upon 
le." 

" We will do our best, Monseigneur," said Tressan. 

*' And wheii 9 " asked Dabois, nirbo was anwiUîng to lose 
n h our. 

" As soon an you a-re ïeady." 

" I ask for tbïee days.** 

" Vory well ; on the fourth I will be at yotir orders." 

" To-day is Saturday ; on Wednesday, then." 

" On Wednesday," answered Tressan, 

" Only I warn you beforeband, Abbé," said the régent, 
that one persoti of some importance will be absent at 
our consécration." 

'* And who will dare to do me that injury î " 

" I shall." 

" You, Monseigneur î You will be there, and in your 
fiicial gallery." 

" I say that I will not." 

" I bet a thousatid louis." 

" And I gire you my word of honor." 

" I double my bet." 

" Insolent 1 " 

"Till Wednesday, Monsieur de Tressan; tîU my con* 
ecration, Monseigneur." And Dubois left the room 
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highly delighted, and spread about everywhere tlie news 
of bis nomination. 

But Dubois was wrong on one point; namely, tbe 
adhésion of tbe Cardinal de Noailles. No menace or 
promise could draw from him tbe attestation to good life 
and motals wbicb Dubois ilattered biniself be sboold 
obtain at bis bands. It is true tbat be was tbe only 
one wbo dared to make tbis boly and noble opposition to 
tbe scandai witb wbicb tbe Churcb was menaced. Tlie 
University of Orléans gave tbe licenses, and everytbing 
was ready on tbe appoiuted day. Dubois left at tive 
o'clock in the morning, in a bunting-dress, for Poiitoise, 
where be found Monsieur de Tressan, wbo, according to 
bis promise, bestowed on bim tbe sub-deaconsbip, tbe 
deaconsbip, and the priesthood. At twelve ail was fin- 
ished ; and at four, afber baving attended the regent's 
council, wbicb was beld at the old Louvre in conséquence 
of tbe measles baving, as we bave said, attacked the Tuile- 
ries, Dubois returned home in tbe dress of an arcbbishop. 

The first person wbom be saw in bis room was La 
Fillon. In ber double capacity, as agent of bis secret 
police and of bis public loves, she had admittance to bis 
room at ail hours ; and in spite of tbe solemnity of the 
day, as she bad said tbat sbe bad business of importance 
to communicate, tbey had not dared to refuse ber. 

" Ah ! " cried Dubois, on perceiving bis old friend, ** a 
lucky meeting." 

" Pardieu I my dear gossip," answered La Fillon, *' if 
you are ungrateful enougb to forget your old friends, I 
am not stupid enougb to forget mine, particularly wheu 
tbey rise in tbe world." 

" Ah ! tell me," said Dubois, beginning to pull ofF his 
sacerdotal ornameuts, "do you count on continuing to ooll 
me your gossip now tbat I am an archbishop % '* 
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" More than ever. And I count on it so strongly tbat 
the first time the régent entere my house I shall ask him 
for an abbey, that we niay etill be on an equality one 
with the other." 

" He cornes to your house, then î The libertine ! " 

" Alas ! no longer for me, my dear gossip. ' Ah, the good 
time is passed ! But I hope that, thanks to you, it will 
return, and that the house will feel your élévation." 

" Oh, my poor gossip ! " said Dubois, stooping down in 
order that La Fillon might unclasp» his frock, " you see 
that now things are mnch changed, and that I can no 
longer visit you as I used to." 

" You are proud. Philippe cornes there." 

" Philippe is only régent of France, and I am an arch- 
bishop. Do you understand î I want a mistress in her 
own house, where I can go without scandai, — like Ma- 
dame de Tencin, for example." 

" Yes, who will deceive you for Richelieu." 

"And how do you know that she will not deceive 
Richelieu for mel" 

" Oh, very good ! And will she do double tasks, per- 
chance î Will she peiform both the services of love and 
those of the police?" 

" Perhaps. But speaking of police," answered Dubois, 
continuing to undress, "do you know that yours hâve 
slept infernally during three or four months, and that if 
this continues I shall be obliged to withdraw your 
stipend." 

" Ah, coward ! " cried La Fillon ; " this is the way you 
treat your old friends. I came to make a révélation ; 
well, you shall not bave it." 

" A révélation ! and what about î " 

" Pshaw ! take away my pay, — scoundrel that you are ! " 

"Is it a matter relatiug to Spain]" asked the arch- 
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bishop, frowning, and feeling instinctively t^t tbe danger 
came from that qaaTter. 

^*It relates to nothing at ail Good^vening." And 
La Fillon made toward the door. 

*^ Corne hère/* «aid DaboÎB, stepping t<ïward his desk ; 
and the two old friends, vrho understood each other so 
well, looked at each other and laughed. 

" Corne, corne/' said La Fillon, '' I see that ail îb net 
lost> and that there is yet eome good in you. Corne, open 
iMa little desk and ishow me what it contaizis, and I viU 
open my mouth «nd show you what I hâve in my heart" 

Dubois took out a rouieau oî a hundred louis^ and 
showed it to La FDloiu 

" How much is it î " said she. ** Corne, tell the truth ; 
however, I shall count after you, to be «rure.'' 

" Two thousand four hundred francs ; that is a pretty 
penny, it seems to me." 

" Yes, for an abbè, but not for an archbishop." 

^' Do yoQ not know to what an estent the finances are 
involved î " 

" Well, what does that matter, you htrmbug, when Law 
is going to make millions for us 1 " 

^*Would you like in exchange ten thousand francs in 
Mississippi bonds?" 

" Thanks, my dear, ï prefer the hundred louis. Give 
them to me ; I am a good woman, and another day you 
will be more gênerons." 

" Well, what hâve you to tell me ? Come ! " 

" First promise me one thing." 

«Whatisitl- 

^ That as the matter concems an old friend of mine, he 
shall come to no harm.** 

" But if your old friend is a beggar who deserves to be 
hanged, why the devil «houM you cheat him of his due % " 
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" I have my own reasons." 

" Go along ; I promise nothing." 

"Well, good-evening, then. Hère are the hundred 
louis." 

'* Ah, you are getting scrupulous ail at once ! " 

" Not at ail ; but I am uiider obligations to tbis man. 
He started me in the world." 

" He may boast of having done a good thing for society 
that day." 

" Rather, my friend ; and he shall never have cause to 
lepent it, for I will not speak a word to-day unless his 
life is safe." 

"Well, safe it shall be, I promise you. Are you 
content î " 

** By what do you promise it to me ? " 

" On the faith of an honest man." 

** Ah, you are going to deceive me." 

" Do you know that you are very tiresome ? " 

"Oh ! I am very tiresome. Well, good-by." 

"Gossip, I will have you arrested." 

"Whatdolcareî" 

" You shall be sent to prison." 

" That is a good joke." 

" I will leave you there to rot." 

" Till you rot yourself ; that will not be a long time." 

" Well, what do you want î " 

'* My captain's life." 

"You shall have it." 

" On what faith î " 

" On the faith of an archbishop." 

"I want a better.'' 

"On the faith of an abbé." 

" Better still." 

" On the faith of Dubois." 
28 
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** That will do. Fiist, I mnst tell ymt that mj eaptain 
is the niost thi^adbare eaptain in the kingdom." 

** Diable/ there ta some compétition^ howeyer^'' 

" True ; but he takes the prize." 

•* Continue." 

"Well, you must know that lateiy my eaptain bas 
become as lich as Crœsus.'* 

" He must hâve robbed some farmer-geneial." 

" Incapable. Killed, niaybe, but robbed ! — what do 
you take bim forî" 

"Well, then, wbere do you think he gets that moneyl*' 

" Do you know the différent coinages î " 

" Yes." 

" Where does this come from, then î " 

" Ah, ah, Spanîsh doubloons ! " 

" And without alloy, with the effigy of King Charles II. 
Doubloons which are worth forty-eight francs if they are 
worth a penny, and which run from his pockets like a 
stream, poor dear fellow ! " 

'^ And when did your eaptain b^n to sweat gold like 
that î " 

" The day after the régent was neariy curried off in tbe 
Rue des Bous-Enfans. Do you understand the apologue, 
gossip 1 " 

" Yes ; and why hâve you not told me before to-dayî" 

'^ Because his pockets were full then. They are now 
nearly empty ; and it is a good time to find out where he 
goes to fill them." 

" And you wished to give him time to empty them î " 

" Well, ail the world must live." 

"And 80 they shall; even your eaptain. But you 
understand that I must know what he doesî" 

" Day by day." 

" And which of your girls does he love 1 " 
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" Ail, when he bas inoney." 

" And when he bas none ] " 

" La Normande ; she is his true friand." 

" I know her ; she is as sharp as a needle/* 

" Yes ; but y ou must uot reckon on her." 

"Whynot?" 

" She loves him, the little fool.'* 

** Ah, he is a lucky fellow ! " 

" And he merits it. He bas the heart of a prince ; he 
is not like you, old miser.'* 

" Oh, you know that sometimes I am more lavish than 
the prodigal son, and it dépends on you to give me occa- 
sion to be so." 

" 1 will do my best." 

" Then day by day I shall know what your captain 
doosî"* 

" You shall.'* 

" On what faith r' 

*' On the faith of an honest woman." 

" Something better." 

« On the faith of Fillon." 

" That will do." 

" Adieu, Monseigneur the Archbishop." 

" Adieu, gossip." 

La Fillon went toward the door, but as she was going 
out an usher entered. 

" Monseigneur," said he, "hère is a man who wants to 
speak to your Eminence." 

" And who is he, idiot ? " 

" An employée of the royal library, who, in his spare 
time, raakes copies/' 

" And what does he want î " 

" He says that he bas an important révélation to make 
to your Eminence." 
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** Oh 1 it 18 êome poor fellow bepaging." 

** No, Monseigneur ; he says that it is a pc£tkal i 

** Diable I aboutwhatî" 

*'AbontSpain." 

'' Hend him in ; and you, gofldp, go into ihîs dDaet."* 

•^Whatforî" 

''Buppone my writer and yonr captain shonld know 
«ncli otlierT' 

*• Ah, that would be droU." 

" Corne, got in quickly." 

La Fillon entered the closet whicb Dabois showed faec 
An inNtnnt afterward the uaher opened the door and an- 
nounood Moniiieur Jean Buvat. 

We must now show how this important personage came 
to 1)0 rocoived in private audience by the Aichbishop of 
(>iimbral. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

THE PRINCE DE LISTHNAY's ACCOMPLICE. 

Wb left Buvat going up to his owu room, with his papers 
in his hand, to fulfil his promise to the Prince de Listh- 
nay ; and this promise was so scrupulously kept that by 
seven o*clock the next evening the copy was finished and 
taken to the Rue du Bac. He then received from the 
same august hands some more work, which he returned 
with the same punctuality ; so that the Prince de Listh- 
nay, feeling confidence in a man who had given such 
proofs of exactitude, took from his desk a package of 
papers larger than the first two, and in order not to dis- 
turb Buvat every day, and also, doubtless, that he might 
not be disturbed himself, instructed him to retiirn them 
ail at the same time, — which would in volve an interval of 
three or four day s before Buvat should make his next visit. 
Buvat was delighted with this mark of confidence, and 
on his return set himself gayly to his work ; and although 
he found that he did not understand a word of Spanish, 
he could now read it easily, so that his work, being purely 
mechanical, left him free to sing his little song, while at 
the same time he continued copying his mémorial. It 
was therefore almost with a sensé of disappointment that 
on completing his copy of the first paper, he came to one 
that was written wholly in French. He had become ac- 
customed to the foreign language by his five days' work, 
and to him every interruption of habit was annoying. 
But Buvat, faithful to duty, made ready to go on scrupu- 
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loujsly with his work; and althoogli the paper uras not 
numbeied, and had the appeaianœ of having been slîpped 
in bj mistake, be none the leas lesolved to copj ît in its 
turn, in accordanœ with the niaxim, ^ Qnod abondai non 
vitiat." He therefore lenewed his pen bj a light stroke 
with bis penknife, and began cc^ying the following 
words : — 

** ConfidentiaL 

*' For his fixœllency Monsieiir Alberoni in penon* 

" Nothing il more important than to make sure of the 

places near the Pjneneea^ and of the noblemen who réside in 

those cantons." 

** In those cantons," lepeated BuTat ; then, taJcing a 
haïr from hia pen, be eoutinued: — 
^ To gain or master the garrison of Bayonne." 

" What 18 that î " muttered Buvat ** Is not Bajonne 
a French townl Let us see, — let os see;" and be 
continued : — 

" The Marquis de P is govemor of D The inten- 
tions of that nobleman are known. When it is decided, it 
will be necessary for him to triple his expenditure, in order to 
attract the ari^tocracy ; he onght to scatter rewards. 

'* In Nonuandy, Carentan is an important post. Porsue 
the same course with the govemor of that town as witb the 

Marquis of P ; go further: promise his officers soitable 

rewards. 

'^ Do the same in ail the provinces." 

'' £h ! what 1 ** said Buvat» re-reading what he bad just 
written ; *' what does this mean ? It seems to me that it 
would be prudeut to read it ail before going furthet," 
And he read as follows : — 

"To supply this expenditure we must reckon on at least 
three hundred thousand francs the first month, and after^ 
Word a hundred thousand per month, paid punctually." 



THE PRINCE DE LISTHNAY'S ACCOMPLICE. 369 

" Paid punctually 1 " murmui^ed Buvat, breakirig off. 
" It is evidently uot by Fraiice that thèse payments are 
to be made, sînce France is so puor that she lias not paid 
me my uine hundred francs' salary for five years. Let us 
see, — let us see ; " and he resumed : — 

"That expenditure, which will cease when peace is estab* 
lished, will enable his Catholic Majesty to act with certain ty 
in case of war. 

" Spain will be only an auxiliary. The army of Philip V. 
is in France." 

"What! what! what!" said Buvat; "and I did not 
even know that it had crossed the frontier." 

" A body of about ten thousand Spaniards is raore than 
sufficient, with the présence of the king. But we must be 
able to count on being able to seduce at least half of the Duc 
d'Orléans* army. This is most important, and cannot be done 
without money. A présent of one hundred thousand francs 
is necessary for each battalion and squadron. Twenty bat- 
talions would be two millions; with that sum one might form 
a tinistworthy army, and destroy that ôf the enemy. 

" It is ahnost certain that the subjects most devoted to the 
King of Spain will not be employed in the army which will 
march against him. Let them disperse themselves through 
the provinces; there they will act usefully. To restore to 
them their standing, it may be necessary for his Catholic 
Majesty to send orders in blank for his minister in Paris to fiU. 

** In conseciuence of the multiplicity of orders to be given, 
it will Ije coDvenient for the ambassador to hâve authority to 
sign for the King of Spain. 

" It would be well, moreover, if his Catholic Majesty were 
to sign his orders as a French prince ; the title is his own. 

" Prépare funds for an army of thirty thousand men, whom 
his Majesty will find brave, skilful, and disciplined. 

"This money should arrive in France by the laat of May 
or the first of June, and be distrîbuted directly in the capitals 
of provinces, such as Nantes, Bayonne, etc. 
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^ Do not allow the Fr^ich ambassador to leave Spain. Œa 
présence will anawes £ar tiie aa&ty of thoae who déclare làem- 
selves." 1 

" Sabre de bois ! " ciied Bavat^ rabbiDg bis eyes ; " but 
tbis ia a conspiiacy, — a oouapiracy ë^^iIlst the person of 
the régent, aud against the safety of the kingdom. Oh, 
oh!" 

Buvat fell iiito profound méditation. 

Indeed, the position was ciiticaL Buvat mixed up in a 
conspiracy ! Buvat charged with a State secret ! Buvat 
holding in iiis hands, perhaps, the £ate of nations ! Less 
tban tliis was needed to throw the worthy man into a 
state of strauge perplexity. 

Thiia seconda, minutes, bonrs, elapsed before Buvat, 
who sat with bis head leaning against the back of his 
chair, and his eyes tixed on the ceiling, made the least 
movement From time to time, however, a deep breath 
— like an expression of astoniahment — escaped his breast 
Ten o'clock, eleven, midnight, aounded. Buvat thonght 
tbat sleep would bring him aid, and be deterniined to go 
to bed. Tt ia needlesa to aay tbat hia copying came to 
an end when be saw tbat the original was assuming an 
illégal cbaracter. 

Buvat could not aleep; the poor fellow toaaed from 
aide to aide, but wbenever be closed hïa eyes he saw the 
horrible plan of tbe conspiracy written npon tbe wall in 
letters of lire. Once or twice, overcome by fatigue, be 
fell asleep ; but he had no sooner lost consciousness tban 
he drearaed, — tbe first time tbat he was arrested by tbe 
wat(;b aa an accomplice in tbe conspiracy; the second, 
tbat be was stabbed by tbe conspirators themselves. The 
iirat time Buvat awoke trembling ; tbe second time bathod 

1 This docnment is copied literally from the original in thç archives 
of foreign affaira. 
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a perspiration. Thèse two impressions had been so ter- 
"ible, that he lighted his candie, and determined to wait 
for day, without another attempt to sleep. 

The day came, but £ar from dispeUing the phantoms of 
}he night, it only gave them a more terrifie reality. At 
che least noise which he heard in the street Buvat 
irembled. Some one knocked at the street-door, and 
Buvat thought he should faint. Nanette opened the door 
3f his cbamber, and he uttered a cry. Nanette ran to 
bim, and asked what was the matter; but he answered 
Dnly by shaking his head, and saying with a sigh, ** Ah, 
my poor Nanette, we live in very sad times." 

He stopped directly, fearing he had said too much. 
He was too preoccupied to go down to breakfast with 
Bathilde. Besides, he feared lest the young girl should 
perceive his uneasiness, and ask the cause ; and as he did 
not know how to keep anything from her, he would hâve 
fcold her ail, and she would then hâve becorae his accom- 
plice. He had his coffee sent up to him, under pretext 
of having an overwhelming amount of work to do, and 
fchat he was going to work during breakfast. As Ba- 
thilde's love-affair found advantage in this absence, she 
made no objection to it. 

A few minutes befoi-e ten Buvat left for his office. 
If his fears had been strong in his own house, it may 
be easily understood that when he was in the street they 
ehanged into terrors. At every crossing, at the end of 
every court, behind every angle, he thought that he saw 
agents of the police lying in wait, ready to take him by the 
collar. At the corner of the Place des Victoires a musketeer 
appeared, coming from the Rue Pagevin, and Buvat gave 
such a start on seeing him that he almost fell under the 
wheels of a carriage. At last, after many alarms, he 
reached the library, bowed almost to the ground befor^ 
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the sentinel, darted ap the staiis, gained his office, and 
fiilling exhansted ou hîa aest, he shat ap in h» drawer 
ail the papera of the Ptmoe de listlinaj, whk*k ke had 
brongiit with. Liai for fear the police ahould seareh. hià 
hoiise darîng hia absence. Finding himaelf in safetr, he 
heayed a sigh, which would not hâve Êûled to betraj hxm 
to bis colleagneâ as being a ptej to the gieatest agitation, 
if he bad not, as usaal, arrived befufe th^n. 

BuTat had the idea that no peisonal preoccnpation, 
whether grave or gay, oiight to distarb a elerk in the 
exécution of his duty. Tberefore he ap{4ied himaelf to 
bis \york, appaiently as if nothiug bad happened, bot reallj 
in a state of moral perturbation impossible to deseribe. 

This work consisted, as asual, in elaasifying and label- 
lîng books. A fire having broken ont a few days pre- 
viously in one of the halls of the library, three or four 
thouaand volumes bad been carried ont of reach of the 
fiâmes, aud thrown down promiscuously on the fioor, and 
vere now to be restored to their proper places. As it was 
a particularly tedious business, Buvat had been seic^cted 
for it, and had bitherto acquitted himself with au in- 
telligence and assiduity which had gained for him the 
commendations of bis superiors, and the raillery of his 
colleagues. 

lu spite of the urgency of the work, Buvat rested some 
minutes to recover himself; but as soon as he saw the 
door open, and one of his colleagues enter and go to his 
place, be rose instinctively, took a peu, dipped it in the 
ink, took a bandful of parcbment labels, went toward 
the remainiiig books, took tbe first which came to band, 
and contînued his classification, mutteriug raeanwhile, 
according to his custom while thus employed : — 

"*The Breviary of Lovers,' printed at Liège in 1712 ; 
no printer's name. Ah, mon Dieu ! what amusement can 
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Christians possibly find in reading such booka î It would 
be better if they were ail biirned in the Place de Grève by 
tl}e hand of the public hangman ! — prrrouu ! why in the 
de vil do I think of him 1 Who, then, is this Prince de 
Listhnay, who bas made me copy such things, and who is the 
young man who, under prete'xt of doing me a service, intro- 
duced me to such a scouudrel î Corne, corne ! this is not 
the place to think about that. How pleasant it is, writing 
on parchment ! the pen glides as if over silk. What is 
the next 1 * Angélique, or Secret Pleasures,' with illustra- 
tions ; and what illustrations they are ! * London.' Such 
books should be forbidden to pâss the f routier. A few 
days from now thei-e will be fine doings on the frontier. 
* Make sure of tiie places near the Pyrénées, and of the 
noblemen who réside in those cantons»' It may be hoped 
that places will not allow themselves to be taken like that. 
What the de vil I there are still faithful subjects in France. 
Ah, cursed prince ! May you be taken, hanged, quartered I 
But if on being arrested, he should denounce me ! Sabre 
de bois / it is possible.** 

"Well, Monsieur Buvat," said the head clerk, "and 
what bave you been doing for the last five minutes, with 
your arms crossed, and your eyes rolling as if you were 
frightened 1 " 

" Nothing, Monsieur Ducoudray, nothing. I was plan- 
ning a new mode of classification." 

" A new mode of classification I Are you turned re- 
former? Do you wish to make a révolution. Monsieur 
Buvat î " 

" I ! a révolution î " cried Buvat, with tefror. " A rev* 
olution, Monsieur ! — - never, oh, never î Thauk God, my 
dévotion to Monseigneur le Régent is known, — a disin- 
terested dévotion, since he bas not paid me for five years, 
as you know ; and if ever I should bave the misfortune 
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to be accused of such a tbing, I hope. Monsieur, that I 
should fînd wituesses, friends, who would answer for me." 

"Very good, very good. Meantime, Monsieur Buvat, 
go on with yoiir work. You know that it is urgent. Ail 
those books are in our way, and by four o'clock to-morrow 
they must be on tbeir sbelves." 

'^ They shall be, Monsieur, they shall be, though I spend 
the night at it." 

" Good fellow, Père Buvat," said an employée who had 
been there half an hour, and had not ^et finished sharp- 
ening his pen. " He proposes to spend the night hère, 
kuowing there is a rule forbidding it for fear of fire. But 
uo matter; it souuds well, and gives the appearance of 
zeal, and that pleases the chiefs. Oh, you are a cunning 
fellow, Père Buvat!" 

Buvat was too much accustomed to that style of address 
to be disturbed by it. After placing where they belonged 
the firat two volumes he had labelled, he took up the 
third, and continued : — 

" * Conspiracy of Monsieur de Cinq-Mars ' — diable ! 
diable I I hâve heard of that. He was a gallant gentle- 
man, who was in correspondence with Spain, — that cursed 
Spaiu. What business has it to mix itself up eternally 
with our affairs ] It is true that this time it is said that 
Spain * will only be an auxiliary ; ' but an auxiliary wbo 
takes possession of our towns, and who débauches our 
soldiers, appears to me very much like an enemy. 'Con- 
spiracy of Monsieur de Cinq-Mars, foUowed by a History 
of his Death, and that of Monsieur de Thou, condemned 
for not revealing it. By an Eye-Witness.* For not re- 
vealing ! It is true, no doubt, for the law is positive. 
Whoever does not reveal is an accomplice, — myself, for 
instance. I am the accomplice of the Prince de Listhnay; 
and if they eut off his head, they will eut off mine too. 
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No, they will only hang me ; I am not noble. Hanged ! 
it is impossible ; they woiikl never go to sucb extremi- 
ties in my case. Besides, I bave made iip my mind ; I 
will déclare ail. But tben I sball be an informer ; never ! 
But tben I sball be banged — ob, ob ! " 

"What in tbe devil is tbe matter with you to-day, 
Père Buvat 1 " said tbe colleague of tbe wortby man, wbo 
bad finisbed sbarpening bis pen. " You are spoiling your 
cravat. Are you trying to strangle yourself î Well, don't 
stand on ceremony. Take off your coat meanwbile. Go 
abead, Père Buvat; go abead." 

" I beg your pardon, gentlemen," said Buvat ; " I did 
it mecbanically. I did not mean to ofPend you." 

" Tbat 's ail rigbt." 

Buvat, after readjusting bis cravat, and placing on its 
sbelf " Tbe Conspiracy of Monsieur de Cinq-Mars," reacbed 
eut bis trembling band for anotber volume. 

"*Art of Plucking tbe Fowl witbout Making it cry 
out.' Tbis no doubt is a cook-book. If I bad time I 
would copy some good receipt and give it to Nanette for 
tbe improvement of our Sunday dinners; for now tbat 
money is coming in agaiu, — yes, it is coming in ; but, 
my God, from wbat a source! Ob, I will retum bis 
money to bim, and bis papers too, to tbe last line. Yes, 
but be will not restore mine to me, — more tban forty 
pages of my writing ! and tbe Cardinal de Ricbelieu 
needed only five lines of a man's writing to hang bim ! 
Tbere is enougb tbere to bang me a bundred times. 
And tben tbere is no way of denying tbat writing, tbat 
superb writing : it is well known ; it is obviously mine. 
But come, this is not wbat is before me. * Art of Pluck- 
ing tbe Fowl witbout Making it cry out. Paris, 1 709 : 
Comon, Rue du Bac, No. 1 1 0.' Come, bere I am, writing 
tbe prince's address ! Decidedly, I am losing my bead ; 
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I am going tnad. But if I should go and déclare aU, 
while refusing to naœe him who gave me the papers, — 
yea, but they will force me to tell everything ; they hâve 
means to do that. But I am wanderiDg; corne, Buvat, 
my friend, attend to business." 

** * Cpnspiracy of the Chevalier Louis de Rohan.' Oh, 
I corne to nothing but conspiracies ! That is the poor 
fellow who was executed in 1674, four years before I vas 
born. My mother saw him die. Poor fellow ! — she bas 
often told me about it. And they hanged at the same 
time a tall, slim man dressed ail in black. What was his 
name 1 Ah, good, I bave the book hère. Ah, yes, Van 
den Enden. Hère it is : * Copy of a Plan of Government 
found among the Papers of Monsieur de Rohan, and en- 
tirely written by Van den Enden.' Ah, mon Dieu ! yes ; 
that is just my case. He was hanged for having copied 
a plan. Oh, I shall die ! * Procès- verbal of the Torture 
of François-Aifinius Van den Enden.' If they read one 
day, at the end of the conspiracy of the Prince de Listhnay, 
* Procès-verbal of the Torture of Jean Buvat.' Ouf ! " 

" In the year one thousand six hundred and seventy-four, 
etc., we, Claude Bazin, Chevalier de Bezons, and Auguste- 
Robert de Pomereu, assisted by Louis Le Mazier, counsellor 
and secretary to the king, etc., bave proceeded to the château 
of the Bastille, and being in one of the towers of that château, 
hâve before us François- Affinius Van den Enden, condemned 
to death, and to be subjected to the question ordinary and 
extraordinary ; and after he bas taken oath to tell the truth, 
we hâve shown him that he bas not told ail that he knows 
concerning the conspiracy and the rebellions plans of the 
Sieurs Rohan and Latréaumont. He replies that he bas told 
everything he knows; and that being a stranger to the con- 
spiracy, having only copied a few papers relating to it, he can 
say nothing furtber. Upon that we hâve applied to him tha 
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"Monsieur," said Buvat to the chief clerk, " may I ask 
yoii, who are so well inforraed, what the instrument of 
torture is which is called brodequin 9^* 

" My dear Monsieur Buvat," replied the clerk, visibly 
pleased by the compliment the good man had addressed 
to him, " I can tell you ail about it, for last year I saw 
Duchauffour subjected to the torture." 

" Then, Monsieur, I am curions to know — " 

'* Brodequins, my dear Buvat," replied Monsieur Du- 
coudray, with an air of importance, " are nothing else but 
four boards, eomething like the staves of a cask." 

"Wellî" 

" They place youT right leg, — when I say * your,' you 
nnderstand, my dear Buvat, that I am speaking generally, 
and do net intend a personal application, — they put 
your rigbt leg, then, between two boards, then fasten the 
boards in place with cords, then do the same with the left 
leg, then draw the two legs together, and between 
the middle boards introduce wedges, which are driven 
in with a maîlet, — five for the question ordinary, ten 
for the question extraordinary." 

"But," said Buvat, with a ehanged voice, "Mon- 
sieur Ducoudray, that must put the legs in a déplorable 
condition." 

" Why, yes, it breaks your legs ail to pièces. At the 
fiixth wedge, for example, Duchauffbur's legs were broken, 
and at the eighth the marrow of the bone ran ont with 
the blood." 

Buvat tumed deathly pale, and sat down on the step- 
ladder to keep himself from falling. *^ Jésus/" he mur- 
mured, "what are you telling me, Monsieur Ducoudray] " 

"Th^ exact truth» my dear Buvat. Read the torture 
of Urbain Grandier, and then you will see if I am im- 
posing on you." 
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" I have one hère, — that of poor Monsieur Van den 
Euden." 

" Well, read, then." 

Bavât turned his eyes upon the book and read : — 

*M« ihe first wedge: Affirma that he has said the truth ; 
that he has nothing to add ; that he sufFers innocently. 

^^ At (ke second wedge : Says that he has declared ail he 
knows. • 

"il* ihe third wedge : Cries ont, * Ah, my Godl my God I 
I have told ail that I know.' 

^^ At Ihe fourth wedge: Says that he can confess nothing 
more than is already known ; that is to eay, that he copied a 
plan of govemment that was given him by the Chevalier de 
Rohan.** 

Buvat wiped his brow with his handkerchief. 

"il* (ke fifth wedge: Says, *0h, oh, my God!' but says 
aothing more. 

^^ Atthe sixth wedge : Cries, * Oh, my God ! * 

^^Atthe seventh wedge : Cries, * I am dead ! * 

^*At ihe eighth wedge: Cries, * Ah, my God î I cannot tell 
anything, for I have nothing to tell.' 

^' At the ninth wedge: Says, *My God! my Gt)d! Why 
torture me so? You know well that I can tell nothing. 
Since I am condemned to death, kill me!' 

"At ihe tenth wedge: Says, *0h, gentlemen, what do you 
want me to sayî Oh, I thank thee, my God! I die, I 
die!'" 

" Well, well, what is the matter, Buvat î " said Du- 
coudray, seeing the good man shake and grow pale. "Are 
you illl" 

" Ah, Monsieur Ducoudray," said Buvat, dropping the 
book, and dragging himself to a seat, as if his legs, already 
broken, could sustain him no longer, — "ah. Monsieur 
Ducoudray, 1 feel I am going to faint." 
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"That cornes of reading instead of working," said an 
employée. 

" Well, Père Buvat, are yon better ] " asked Ducoudray. 

" Yes, Monsieur, for ujy resolution is taken, taken irre- 
vocably. It would not be just, by Heaven, that I should 
bear the punishment for a crime wbich I never com- 
mitted. I owe it to Society, to my ward, to myself. 
Monsieur Ducoudray, if tbe curator asks for me, y ou 
will tell bim tbat I bave gone out on pressing business." 

And Buvat drew tbe roll of paper from tbe drawer, 
pressed bis hat on bis bead, took bis stick, and went out 
witb tbe majesty of despair. 

" IJo you know wbere be bas gone î *' asked tbe employée. 

" No," answered Ducoudray. 

" I will tell you : to play at bowls at tbe Cbamps- 
Elysées, or at Porcbcrons." 

Tbe employée was wrong ; be bad gone neitber to tbe 
Cbamps-Elysées nor to Porcberons. He bad gone to 
Dubois. 



24 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

THE FOX AND THE GOOSE. 

"Monsieur Jean Buvat," said the usher. Dubois 
stretched eut liis viper's head, darted a look at the 
opening which was left between the usher aud the door, 
and behind the officiai iutroducer perceived a little fat, 
pale mau, whose legs shook under him, and who coughed 
to give himself courage. A glauce suffîced to show Du- 
bois the sort of person he liad to deal with. 

" Let hiin corne in," said Dubois. 

The usher stood aside, and Jean Buvat appeared in the 
doorway. 

" Corne iii, corne in," said Dubois. 

"Y ou do me houor, Monsieur," stammered Buvat, with- 
out moving from his place. 

" Shut the door, and leave us," said Dubois to the usher. 

The usher obeyed, and the door striking Buvat un- 
expectedly, made him jump. Though staggered for a 
moment, he steadied himself on his legs, and became 
once more immovable, looking at Dubois with an expres- 
sion of astonishment. 

In truth, Dubois was a curions sight. Of his episcopal 
costume he had retained only the inferior part ; so that he 
was in his shirt, with black breeches aud violet stockings. 
This upset ail Buvat's preconceived notions. Wliat he 
had before his eyes was neither a miuister nor an arch- 
bishop, but seemed much more like an orang-outang than 
a man. 
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" Well, Monsieur," said Dubois, sitting down and cross- 
iiig his legs, and taking bis foot in bis bands, ** you bave 
asked to speak to me ; bere I am.** 

" Tbat is to say, Monsieur," said Buvat, " I asked to 
speak to Monseigneur tbe Arcbbisbop of Cambrai." 

" Well, I am be." 

" What ! you, Monseigneur ? " cried Buvat, taking bis 
bat in botb bands, and bowing almost to tbe floor. " Ex- 
cuse me, but I did not recognize your Eminence. It is 
true tbat tbis is tbe first time I bave bad tbe bonor of 
seeing you. Still — bum ! at tbat air of majesty — bum, 
lium — I ougbt to bave understood — " 

** Your name 1 " asked Dubois, interrupting tbe good 
man's compliments. 

"Jean Buvat, at your service." 

"You are — r' 

" An employée at tbe library." 

" And you bave some révélations t<) make to me con- 
cerning Spain ] " 

** Tbat is to say. Monseigneur — Tbis is bow it is. 
As my offîce-work leaves me six bours in tbe evening and 
four in tbe morning, and as Heaven bas blessed me witb 
a very good liandwriting, I make copies." 

" Yes, I understand," said Dubois ; " and some one bas 
given you suspicions papers to copy ; so you bave brougbt 
tbese suspicions papers to me, bave you not 1 " 

"In tbis roU, Monseigneur, in tbis roll," said Buvat, 
extending it toward Dubois. 

Dubois made a single bound from bis cbair to Buvat, 
took tbe roll, and sat down at a desk, and witb a turn of 
tbe band baving torn off tbe string and tbe wrapper, found 
tbe papers in question. Tbe first on wbicb be ligbted 
were in Spanisb ; but as Dubois bad been sent twice to 
Spain, and knew sometbing of tbe language of Calderon 
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and Lopez de Vega, he saw at the first glance how impor- 
tant thèse papers were. Indeed, they were neither more 
nor less than the protestation of the nobility, the list of 
officers who sought service under the King of Spain, and 
the manifesto pi-epared by the Cardinal de Polignac and 
the Marquis de Pompadonr to rouse the kingdom. Thèse 
différent documents were addressed directly to Philip V. ; 
and a little note — which Dubois recognized as in Cella- 
mare's handwriting — announced that the dénoitenient 
of the conspiracy was near at hand; he informed his 
Catholic Majesty, from day to day, of ail the important 
events which could advance or retard the scheme. Then 
came, finally, that famous plan of the conspirators which 
we hâve already given to our readers, and which — left by 
an oversight among the papers which had been translated 
into Spanish — had opened Buvat*s eyes. Near the plan, 
in the good man's best writing, was the copy which he 
had begun to make, and which was broken off at the 
words, " Act thus in ail the provinces." 

Buvat had folio wed ail the working of Dubois*s face 
with a certain anxiety ; he had seen its expressions change 
from astonishment to joy, then from joy to impassibility. 
Dubois, as he continued to read, had passed successively 
one leg over the other, had bitten his lips, and pinched 
the end of his nose ; but ail this had been utterly un trans- 
latable to Buvat, and at the end of the reading he no 
more understood the face of the archbishop than at the 
end of the copy he had understood the Spanish original. 
As to Dubois, he saw that this man had oome to furnish 
him with the beginning of a most important secret, and 
he was meditating on the best means of making him fur- 
nish the end also. This was the signification of the 
crossed legs, the bitten lips, and the pinched nose. At 
last he appeared to hâve taken his resolution. A charming 
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benevolence overspread his coiintenance ; and tuming 
toward the good inan, who had remained standing respect- 
f Lilly, " Take a seat, ray dear Monsieur Biivat," said he.- 

" Thank yoii, Monseigneur/' answered Buvat, trembling ; 
** I am not fatigued." 

** Pardon, pardon," said Dubois, ** but your legs 
shake." 

Indeed, since he had read the report of the torture of 
Van den Enden, Buvat had retained in his legs a nervous 
trembling, somewhat like that which may be observed in 
dogs that hâve tlie distemper. 

" The fact is, Monseigneur,** said Buvat, ** that I don*t 
know what bas come to me in the last two h ours, but I 
find a great difiûculty in standing upright.*' 

" Sit down, then, and let us talk like two friends,'* 

Buvat looked at Dubois with an air of stupéfaction 
which at any other time would bave had the eflFect of 
making him burst out laughing ; but now he did not seem 
to notice it, and drawing forward a chair which was within 
his reach, he repeated with his hand the invitation which 
he had given with his voice. There was no way of draw- 
ing back; the good man approached trembling, and sat 
down on the edge of his chair, put his bat on the floor, 
took his cane between his legs, and waited. AU this, 
however, was not executed without a violent internai 
struggle, as his face testified, which, white as a lily when 
he came in, had now become as red as a peony. 

"My dear Monsieur Buvat, you say that you make 
copies î ** 

** Yes, Monseigneur.'* 

** And that brings you in — î " 

** Very little, Monseigneur, very little.** 

" You hâve, nevertheless, a euperb handwriting, Mon- 
sieur Buvat.*' 
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'* Yes ; but ail the world does not appreciate the value 
of that talent as your Ëminence does." 

^ That is true ; but you are employed at the library î " 

" I hâve that honor." 

** And your place brings you — î " 

" Oh, my place, — that is another thing, Monseigneur ; 
it brings me in nothing at ail, seeing that for five years 
the cashier lias told us at the end of each month that the 
king was too poor to pay us." 

" And you still remained in the service of his Majesty 1 
That was well done, Monsieur Buvat; that was well 
done." 

Buvat rose, saluted Dubois, and reseated himself. 

'*And perhaps ail the while you hâve a family to 
support, — a wife, children ] " 

<< No, Monseigneur ; up to the présent time I bave 
remained a bachelor." 

" But you hâve relatives, of course î " 

" No, Monseigneur ; but I bave a ward, — a charming 
young persou, full of talent, who sings like Mademoiselle 
Bury, and who draws like Monsieur Greuze." 

" Ah, ah ! and what is the name of your ward. 
Monsieur Buvat 1" 

" Bathilde — Bathilde du Rocher, Monseigneur ; she is 
a young lady of noble family. Her father was squire to 
Monsieur le Régent when he was still Duc de Chartres, 
and had the misfortune to be killed at the battle of 
Almanza." 

" Thus I see you bave your charges, my dear Buvat." 

" Is it of Bathilde that you speak, Monseigneur î Oh, 
no, Bathilde is not a charge ; on the contrary, poor dear 
girl, she brings in more than she costs. Bathilde a charge ! 
Firstly, every month Monsieur Papillon, the dealer in 
colors at the corner of the Rue Cléry, you know, Mon- 
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seigneur, gives her eighty francs for two drawings; 

then — '* 

" What I mean is, my dear Buvat, that you are not rich." 
*' Oh, rich ! no, Monseigneur, I am not. But I wish I 

were, for poor Bathilde's sake ; and if you could obtain 

from Monseigneur that out of the first raoney wliich 

cornes into the State coffers he would pay me my arrears, 

or at least something on account — " 

" And to how mucli do your arrears amount 1 " 

" To four thousand seven hundred francs, two sous, and 

elght centimes, Monseigneur." 

" Is that ail î " said Dubois ; " that is nothing." 

*^ Indeed, Monseigneur, it is a great deal ; and the 

proof is that the king cannot pay it." 
" But that will not make you rich." 
" It will make me comfortable ; and I do not conceal 

from you, Monseigneur, that if, from the first money which < 

cornes into the treasury — " 

**My dear Buvat," said Dubois, "I hâve something 

better than that to offer you." 
" Oifer it. Monseigneur." 
"You hâve your fortune at your fingers* ends." 
"My mother always told me so, Monseigneur." 
"That proves," said Dubois, "what a sensible woman 

your mother was." 

" Well, Monseigneur, I am ready ; what must I do î " 
"Ah, Tnon Dieu! the thing is very simple; you will 

make me, now and hère, copies of ail thèse." 
** But, Monseigneur — " 
" That is not ail, my dear Monsieur Buvat. You will 

take back the copies and the originals to the person who 

gave you thèse papers, as if nothing had happened ; you 

will take ail that that person gives you ; you will bring 

the m to me directly, so that I may read them ; then you 
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will do the same with those other papers as wîth thèse, — 
and 80 on indefinitely, till I say, Enough." 

'^ But, Monseigneur, it seems to me that in acting thus 
I ahould betray tiie confidence of the prince." 

'*Ah! it is with the prince that you hâve business, 
Monsieur Buvat ? and what may this prince be called 9 " 

*' Oh, Monseigneur, it appears to me that in telling you 
his name I denounce — " 

" Well, and what hâve you corne hère for, then î " 

"Monseigneur, I hâve corne hère to inform you 
of the danger to which his Highness is exposed, that is 
ail." 

** Indeed," said Dubois, in a bantering tone, " and you 
imagine you are goîng to stop there ] " 

" I wish to do 80, Monseigneur." 

"There is only one misfortune^ that it is impossible, 
► my dear Monsieur Buvat." 

"What! impossible?" 

" Entirely." 

" Monseigneur, I am an honest man." 

" Monsieur Buvat, you are a simpleton." 

" Monsieur, I wish nevertheless to keep silence." 

" My dear Monsieur, you will speak." 

" And if I speak, I shall be an informer against the 
prince." 

" If you do not speak, you are bis accomplice." 

" His accomplice, Monseigneur I and in what crime ) " 

" In the crime of high treason. Ah ! the police bave 
had their eyes on you thia long time. Monsieur Buvat ! " 

" On me. Monseigneur î " 

" Yes, on you ; under the pretext that they do not pay 
you your salary, you entertain séditions proposais against 
the State." 

" Oh, Monseigneur, how can they say so î " 
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" Under the pretext of their not paying you your salary, 
you hâve been making copies of incendiary documents for 
the last four days/' 

" Monseigneur, I found it out only yesterday ; I don't 
understand Spanish." 

" You do understand it, Monsieur." 

'* I swear, Monseigneur.** 

" I tell you that you do understand it, and the proof is 
that there is not a mistake in your copies. But that is 
not ail." 

"WhatI notaUl** 

'^No, that is not ail. Is this Spanish) Look, Mon- 
sieur,*' and he read : — 

*^ Nothing is more important than to make sure of the places 
near the Pyrénées, and of the noblemeu who réside in those 
cantons." 

'*But, Monseigneur, it was just that which led me to 
discover — '* 

^' Monsieur Buvat, they hâve sent men to the galleys for 
less than you hâve done.'* 

" Monseigneur ! " 

'^ Monsieur Buvat, men hâve been hanged who were less 
guilty than you." 

'' Monseigneur ! Monseigneur ! " 

" Monsieur Buvat, they hâve broken on the wheel— " 

'* Mercy, Monseigneur, mercy ! ** 

^ Mercy to a criminal like yon, Monsieur Buvat ! I 
shall send you to the Bastille, and Mademoiselle Bathilde 
to St. Lazare." 

** To St. Lazare ! Bathilde to St. Lazare, Monseigneur ! 
Bathilde to St. Lazare ! and who has the right to do that 1 " 

" I, Monsieur Buvat ! " 

"N0| Monseigneur, you bave not the right 1" cried 
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Buvat, who could fear and suffer everything for hîmself, 
but who, at the thouglit of such infamy, from a worm 
became a serpent. '* Bathilde îs not a daughter of tbe 
people, Monseigneur ! Bathilde is a lady of noble birtb, 
the daughter of a man who saved the life of the régent ; 
and when I represent to bis Highness — " 

" You will go first to the Bastille, Monsieur Buvat," 
eaid Dubois, puUing the bell so as nearly to break it, " and 
i;hen we will see about Mademoiselle Bathilde/' 

" Monseigneur, what are you doing ? " 

" You will see." (The usher entered.) " An officer of 
police, and a carriage/' 

" Monseigneur," crîed Buvat, " ail that you wish — " 

" Do as I hâve bid you," said Dubois. 

The usher went out. 

*' Monseigneur," said Buvat, joining his hands, — 
*' Monseigneur, I will obey." 

" No, Monsieur Buvat. Ah ! you wish for a trial, — 
you shall bave one. You want a rope, — you shall not be 
disappointed." 

*' Monseigneur," cried Buvat, falling on his knees, 
"what must I dol" 

" Hang, hang, hang ! " continued Dubois. 

** Monseigneur," said the usher, returning, " the carnage 
is at the door, and the officer in the anteroom." 

"Monseigneur," said Buvat, twisting his short arnis 
and tearing out the few yellow hairs which he had left, 
— " Monseigneur, will you be pitiless ï " 

" Ah I you will not tell me the name of the prince l '^ 

*' It is the Prince de Listhnay, Monseigneur." 

" Ah ! you will not tell me his address^ " 

"He lives at No. 110 Rue du Bac, Monseigneur." 

•* You will not make me copies of those papers î " 

"I will do it, -i-I will do it tUs instant," said Buvat ; 
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and he went and sat down before the deak, took a pen, 
dipped it in the ink, and taking some paper, began tbe 
first page with a superb capital. " I will do it, — I will 
do it, Monseigneur ; only you will allow me to write to 
Bathilde that I sball not be home to dinner. Batbilde to 
the St. Lazare ! " he rauttered between bis teeth. ^^ Sabre 
de boùl he would bave done as be said." 

" Yes, Monsieur, I would bave done that, and more too, 
for tbe safety of tbe State, as you will find out to your 
cost if you do not return thèse papers, and if you do not 
take tbe otbers, and if you do not come hère every even- 
ing to copy them." 

" But, Monseigneur," cried Buvat, in despair, '* I cannot 
then go to my office," 

" Well, then, you will not go to your office, — a great 
misfortune 1 " 

** Not go to my office ! but I bave not missed a day for 
twelve years, Monseigneur." 

** Well, I give you a montb's leave." 

" But I sball lose my place, Monseigneur." 

" What will that matter to you, since tbey do not pay 
youî" 

" But tbe honor of being a public functionary, Mon- 
seigneur I and, moreover, I love my books, I love my 
tAble, I love my armcbair," cried Buvat, ready to cry at 
the tbought of losing ail that. 

"Well, then, îf you wish to keep your books, your 
table, and your chair, I advise you to obey me." 

" Hâve I not already put myself at your service. Mon- 
seigneur 1 " 

" Then you will do ail that I wish î " 

" Everything." 

'* Without breathing a word to any oneî" 

" I will be dumb." 
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^* Not even to Mademoiselle Bathilde î " 

'' To her less than any one else, Monseigneur." 

•' ïhat is well ; on that condition I pardon you." 

" Oh, Monseigneur ! " 

" I shall forget your fault." 

" Monseigneur is too good." 

** And perbaps I will even reward you.*' 

** Oh, Monseigneur, what magnanimity ! " 

« Well, well ; set to work." 

** I am ready, Monseigneur, — I am ready.** 

And Buvat began to write in bis most rapid style, and 
without moving bis eyes except from the original to the 
copy, and from the copy to tbe original, and without 
pausing except to wipe bis forebead, whicb was covered 
witb perspiration. Dubois profited by bis industry to 
open tbe closet for La Fillon ; and making a sign to ber 
to be silent, be led her toward tbe door. 

"Well, gossip," sbe wbispered, — for in spite of bis 
caution sbe could not restrain ber curiosity, — " wbere is 
your writer ? " 

" Tbere be is," said Dubois, sbowing Buvat, wbo, lean- 
ing over bis paper, was working away industriously. 

«Whatisbedoing?" 

«Guess." 

" How should I know 1 " 

" Then you want me to tell you 1 '* 
'*Yes." 

" Well, be is making my cardinal's bat." 
La Fillon uttered sucb an exclamation of surprise tbat 
Buvat started and turned round ; but Dubois bad already 
pusbed ber out of tbe room, again recommending ber to 
send bim daily information of what ber captain was doing. 
But tbe reader will ask what Bathilde and D'Harmental 
were doing ail this time. Nothing ; they were happy. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

A CHAPTER OF SAINT-SIMON. 

Four days passed thus, diiring which Buvat — reiuaining 
absent from the office on pretext of indisposition — suc- 
ceeded in completing the two copies, one for the Prince 
de Listhnay, the other for Dubois. Diiring thèse four 
days — cortainly the most agitated of his life — he was 
so taciturn and gloomy that Bathilde several times asked 
him what was the matter. But eveiy time that question 
was put to him, Buvat, mustering ail his moral energy, 
replied that there was absolutely nothing troubling him ; 
and inasmuch as after making that reply he began at 
once to sing his little song, he succeeded in deceiving 
Bathilde, — the more easily because he set out every 
morning as usual, as if he continued going to the library, 
so that Bathilde saw no material disturbance of his ordi- 
nary habits. 

As to D'Harmental, he received every morning a visit 
from the Abbé Biigaud, who told him that everything 
wa§ going on as well as could be desired ; and since, on 
the other hand, his love-affair was progressing favorably, 
D'Harmental began to think that the lot of a conspirator 
was the happiest on earth. 

As to the Duc d'Orléans, suspecting nothing, he con- 
tinued his ordinary life, and had invited the customary 
guests to his Sunday's supper, when in the afternoon 
Dubois entered his roora. 
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" Ah, it is you, Abbé ! " said the régent ; " I was going 
to send to you to know if you would be with us to-night." 

" You are going to hâve a supper, then, Monseigneur ? " 
asked Dubois. 

"Where do you corne from with your fast-day face? 
Is not to-day Sundayî" 

" Yes, Monseigneur." 

" Well, then, corne back to us. Hère is the list of the 
guests : Noce, Lafare, Fargy, Eavanne, Broglie. I do not 
invite Brancas ; he bas been wearisome for some days. 
Fait h ! I think he must be conspiring. Then La Phalaris 
and D^Averne ; they cannot bear each other ; they will 
tear out each other's eyes, and that will amuse us. Then 
we shall bave La Souris, and perhaps Madame de Sabran, 
if she bas no appointment with Richelieu." 

" This is your list, Monseigneur î " 

" Yes." 

" Well, now will your Highness bestow a glance on 
mine î " 

" Hâve you made one too î " 

" No, it was brought to me ready-made." 

" What is this 1 " asked the régent, looking at a paper 
which Dubois presented to him. " * List of the ojicers ' 
names who ask for service in the Spanish army : Claude- 
François de Ferrette, Chevalier de Saint Louis, Field- 
Marshal and Colonel of Cavalry; Boschet, Chevalier de 
Saint Louis and Colonel of Infantry; De Sabran j De 
Larochefoucault-Gondral ; De Villeneuve ; De Lescure ; De 
Laval.' Well, what next î " 

'^ Hère is another ; " and he presented a second paper 
to the duke. 

" ' Protestation of the nohility* " 

" Make your lists, Monseigneur ; you are not the only 
one, you see, — the Prince de Cellamare makes bis also." 
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" * Signed withotU distinction of ranks, so that there may 
be no dissatisfaction : De Vieux-Poiit, De la Pailleterie, 
De Beaufremont, De Latour-du-Pin, De Montauban, IjOuîs 
de Caumont, Claude de Poliguac, Charles de Laval, An- 
toine de Chastellux, Armand de Richelieu/ Where the 
devil did you fish up ail this, you old foxî" 

" Wait, Monseigneur, we hâve uot done yet. Look at 
this." 

" * Plan of the Conspirators : Nothiug is more impor- 
tant thau to make sure of the strong places near the 
Pyrénées, to gain the garrison of Bayonne/ Surrender 
our towns ! give the keys of France into the hands of the 
Spanish ! What does this mean, Dubois î " 

" Patience, Monseigneur ; we hâve better than that to 
show you : we hâve hère the letters from his Majesty 
Philip V. himself." 

" ' To the King of France — ' But thèse are only 
copies." 

" I will tell you soon where the originals are." 

" Let us see, my dear Abbé, let us see. ' Since Provi- 
dence has placed me on the throne of Spain,* etc. ^ In 
what light can y our faithful subjects regard the treaty 
which is signed against me ] * etc. * I beg y our Majesty 
to convoke the States-General of the kingdom.' Convoke 
the States-General ! In whose name î " 

" In the name of Philip V." 

" Philip V. is King of Spain and not of France. Let 
hira keep to his own character. I crossed the Pyrénées 
once to secure him on his throne; I might cross them 
a second time to remove him from it." 

" We will think of that later, — I do not say no ; but 
for the présent, if you please, Mqpseigneur, we hâve the 
fifth pièce to read, — and not the leîwt important, as you 
will see." 
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And Dubois presented another paper to the régent, 
vhich he opened with such impatience that he tore it. 

" Never mind,*' said Dubois, " the pièces are good ; put 
them together and lead them.*' 

The régent dîd so, and read, ^ Dearly and well beloved." 
'^ Ah ! " said he, *' it is a question of my déposition. And 
thèse letters, I suppose, were to be given to the king ) " 

" To-morrow, Monseigneur.'' 

«By whomî" 

"ThemarshaL" 

"Villeroyî" 

"Himself." 

" How did he détermine on such a thing î " 

''It was not he; it was his wife. Monseigneur." 

" Another of Richelieu's tricks." 

" You are right. Monseigneur." 

" And from whom do you get thèse papers 1 " 

" From a poor writer to whom they hâve been given to be 
copîed, since, thanks to a descent made on Laval's house, a 
press which he had hidden in the cellar bas ceased to work." 

'* And this writer is in direct communication with Cel- 
lamareî The idiots!" 

** Not at ail, Monseigneur ; their measures are better 
taken. The good man bas had to deal only with the 
Prince de Listhnay." 

" Prince de Listhnay ! Who is he î " 

"Rue du Bac, 110." 

" I do not know him." 

" Yes, you do, Monseigneur." 

" Where bave I seen him î " 

" In your antechamber." 

" What ! this preten^ed Prince de Listhnay — ^ 

" Ts no other than that scoundrel D'Avranches, Madame 
du Maine's valet-de chambre.** 
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^' Ah ! I WR8 astonisbed that she was not in it, — the 
little waap ! " 

'' Oh, she is fuUy committed to it ; and if Monseigneur 
would like this time to dispose finally of her and her 
clique, we hâve them ail." 

" Let us attend first to what is most pressing." 

"Yes, let UB think of Villeroy. Are you prepared to 
act with authorityl" 

"Entirely. So long as he only strutted and paraded 
like a man of the théâtre or the tilt-yard, very well ; so 
long as he confined himself to calumnies and imperti- 
nences against me, still very well ; but when it becomes 
a question of the peace and tranquillity of France, — 
ah, Monsieur le Maréchal, you bave already compromised 
them sufficiently by your military incapacity, and we will 
not give you an opportunity of compromisiug them again 
by your political follies." 

" Then," said Dubois, " we are to lay hands on him î " 

"Yes; but with certain précautions. We must take 
him in the act." 

" Nothing easier. He goes every morning at eight 
o'clock to the king." 

"Tes." 

" Be to-morrow at half-past seven at Versailles." 

'*Wein" 

" You will be before him with his Majesty." 

"And there I will reproach him, in présence of the 
king — " 

** By no means, Monseigneur ; it is necessary — " 

At that moment the usher opened the door. 

" Hush ! " said the régent. Then, tuming toward the 
usher, "What is itî" said he. 

" Monsieur le Duc de Saint-Simon." 

" Ask him if he is on serions business." 
25 
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The oaher turned back and ezchanged a few worda with 
the duke ; theii addressîng himaelf again to the legent, 
"Moat serious. Monseigneur," said he. 

" Very well ; let him conie in.'' 

Saint-Simon entered. 

** Pardon, Duke/' said the r^ent, ^ I bave a little mat- 
ter to arrange with Dubois, and in Eve minâtes will be at 
yt)ur service." 

The régent and Dubois withdrew to a corner, wbere 
they conversed together in low tones for about five min- 
utes, after which Dubois took his leave. 

*• There will be no supper tbis evening," said Dubois to 
the nsher ; '^ give notice to the persons invited. The régent 
is ilL" And he weut out, 

*' Is that true. Monseigneur 1 " asked Saïnt-Simon, with 
genuine concem ; for the duke, though very chary of his 
friendship, had a great regard for the régent. 

" No, my dear Duke,'' said Philippe, " at least not in 
a way to make me uneasy ; but Chirac prétends that if 
I am not more steady I shall die of apoplexy, and really 
I bave decided to reform." 

" Ah, Monseigneur, may God hey you ! " said Saint- 
Siiuon ; "although in fact that cornes somewhat late." 

'* What do you meau, my dear Duke î " 

** Yes ; your Highness's indulgence bas already given 
only too strong a hold to calumny." 

" Ah, if that is ail, my dear Duke, calumny has been 
nibbling at me so long that it must begin to grow weary." 

" On the contrary, Monseigneur," replied Saint-Simon, 
" it must invent something new against you, and it erects 
its head more sibilant and more venomous tban ever." 

" Well, let us see ; what is going on î " 

" For example : a little while ago a beggar stood on the 
steps of St. Eoch, who sang, and asked alms of those 
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who were comîng out froni vespers. While he sang, he 
offered to them what seemed to be ballads. Now, can 
you imagine what those ballads were, Monseigneur?" 

"No ; some Christmas song, some diatribe against Law, 
against that poor Duchesse de Berri, against me, perbaps. 
Oh, my dear Duke, we must let them sing, if only they pay." 

" Hold, Monseigneur; read!" said Saint-Simon. And 
he presented to the Duc d'Orléans a coarse paper, printed, 
and resembling the printed songs that are sung in the 
streets. The prince took it, shrugging bis shoulders, and 
casting bis eyes upon it with an inexpressible feeling of 
disgust, be read as foUows : — 

"You, whose éloquent speech 

Against two tyrants inhnman 
Once brayely dai-ed to teach 

War to the Greek and the Roman, 
Give me your power, that I may pierce 
The armor of a beast more fierce, 

I bum to go where you lead, 
And will even make the attempt, 
Frora ail chilling fears exempt, 

Channed by your glorious deed.** 

"Your Highness recognizes the style î" asked Saint- 
Simon. 

" Yes," replied the régent ; ** it is Lagrange-Cbancers." 
Tben be continued : — 

" He had hardly opened his eyes 

When — such as to-day he is shown — 
He fiUed the air with his cries, 

Because he was kept from the throne. 
To those détestable ideas, 
Sprung from the Circes and Medeas, 

His niin<l alone aspireSt 
Thinking by that infernal art 
To bridge the chasm that apart 

Eeeps him from his desii-es. " 
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" Here, Duke," said the regent, handing the paper to 
Saint-Simon ; " it is so contemptible tbat I hâve n't the 
heart to go on with it." 

" Read, Monseigneur, read ! You must leam of what 
your enemies are capable. When they show theniselves 
in the light, so much the better, Then it is war. They 
offer you battle. Accept the battle, and prove to them 
that you are the conqueror of Nerwinden, of Steenkirk, 
and of Lérida." 

"You wish it, then, Puke]*' 

" It is necesaary, Monseigneur." 

The regent, with a feeling of répugnance almost in8tl^ 
mountable, returned to the paper, and omitting one stanza, 
that he might the sooner reach the end, read : — 

"Thus the sons, their father weeping, 

By the same hand are robbed of life ; 
The brothers side by side are sleepîng ; 

The husband followa then the wife. 
Then — fatal blow, tbat brings the end ! — 
Two sons, on whom our hopes dépend, 

The sweeping scythe of Fate pursues. 
The first of thèse bas joined bis race ; 
The other, with a pallid face, 

Awaits the call none can refuse." 

The regent read thèse lines with a trembling voice ; and 
when he reached the end, bis indignation proved greater 
than bis strength. Crushing the paper in bis hands, he 
began to speak ; but bis voice failed him, and two great 
tears rolled from bis eyes down his cheeks. 

"Monseigneur," said Saint-Simon, looking at the regent 
with a compassion full of vénération, " I wish the entire 
world were here to see those generous tears. I shoiild no 
longer advise you to take vengeance on your enemies, for 
the entire world would be convinced, as I am, of your 
innocence." 
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"Yes, my innocence," murmured the régent; "y es, 
and the life of Louis XV. will bear witness to it. The 
scoundrels ! They know well who are the real culprits. 
Ah, Madame de Maintenon I ah, Madame du Maine ! ah, 
Monsieur de Villeroy ! For that misérable Lagrange- 
Chancel is only their scorpion. And to think, Saint- 
Simon, that at this very moment I hâve them under my 
feet ; that I hâve only to throw my weight on my heel, 
and I shall crush them 1 " 

" Crush, Monseigneur, crush ! Thèse are opportunîties 
that are not offered every day ; and when they corne, it is 
best to seize them." 

The régent reflected a moment, and in that moment bis 
discomposed features regained little by little the expres- 
sion of good-nature which was natural to them. 

" Well," said Saint-Simon, who observed in the regent's 
countenance the reaction that was taking place, ''I see 
that it will not be for to-day." 

" No, Monsieur le Duc," said Philippe ; " for to-day I 
hâve something better to do than to avenge the injuries 
of the Duc d'Orléans: I bave to save France." And 
offering bis hand to Saint-Simon, the prince returned to 
bis chamber. 

That evening, at nine o'clock, the régent left the Palais 
Royal, and contrary to bis custom, went to spend the 
night at Versailles. 
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CHAPTEE XXXV. 

A SNABE. 

Thb next day, about seven o'clock in the morning, at the 
time when the king rose, an usber entered bis Majesty's 
room and annoiinced that bis Royal Higbness, Monseigneur 
le Duc d'Orléans, solicited tbe bonor of assisting at bis 
toilet. Louis XV., who was not yet accustomed to décide 
anytbing for himself, turned toward Monsieur de Fréjus, 
wbo was seated in the least conspicuous corner of tbe 
room, as if to ask what be sbould say ; and in reply to 
tbis mute question. Monsieur de Fréjus not only inade a 
sign with bis head signifying tbat it was necessary to 
receive bis Royal Higbness, but rose immediately and 
went himself to open tbe door. Tbe régent stopped a 
minute on the doorstep to thank Fleury; tben having 
assured himself by a rapid glance round tbe room that tbe 
Maréchal de Villeroy bad not yet arrived, be advaneed 
toward tbe king. 

Louis XV. was at tbis time a pretty cbild, nine or ten 
years of âge, with long chestnut bair, jet-black eyes, a 
mouth like a cherry, and a rosy complexion, which, like 
that of bis mother, Marie de Savoie, Duchesse de Bour- 
gogne, was liable to sudden paleness. Altbougb bis char- 
acter was as yet very irresolute, thanks to the contradic- 
tory influences of the double government of tbe Maréchal 
de Villeroy and Monsieur de Fréjua, be bad a certain ex- 
pression of ardor and resolution which stamped bim as 
tbe great-grandson of Louis XIV. ; and be bad a trick of 



A SNARB. 391 

puttâng on hîs bat like him. Warned at first agaiust the 
Duc d'Orléans* as the man in ail France from whom Le 
Lad most to fear, lie liad felt that préjudice yield little by 
little during tbe interviews wbicb they bad bad togetber, 
iu wbich, with tbat juvénile instinct wbicb so rarely is 
deceptive, lie bad recognized a friend. 

On bis part, it must be said tbat tbe Duc d'Orléans bad 
for tbe king, besides tbe respect wbicb was bis due, a love 
tbe most attentive and tbe most tender. Tbe small 
amouut of business wbicb could be subniitted to bis 
young mind be always presented to bim witb so mucb 
cleamess and skill tbat a political task wbicb would bave 
been wearisome witb any one else becanie a récréation 
wben pursued witb tbe régent, so tbat tbe royal cbild 
always saw bis arrivai witb pleasure. It must be con- 
fessed tbat tbis work was almost always rewanled by tbe 
most beautiful toys wbicb could be found, — toys wbicb 
Dubois, in order to pay bis court to tbe kiug, imported 
from Germany and England. His Majesty tberefore re- 
ceived tbe régent witb bis sweetest smile, and witb a pecu- 
liar grâce gave bim bis little band to kiss, wbile tbe Bisbop 
of Fréjus, faitbful to bis System of bumility, bad gone back 
to tbe corner wbere be bad been surprised by tbe arrivai of 
tbe régent. 

" I am very glad to see you, Monsieur," said Louis XV. 
in a sweet little voice and witb a cbildisb smile, from 
wbicb tbe étiquette imposed upon bim could not take 
away ail gmce ; ** and tbe more glad to see you because, 
sînce it is not your usual bour, I présume tbat you bave 
some good news to tell me." 

" Two iteuis, Sire," answered tbe régent. *' Tbe first is 
tbat I bave just received from Nuremberg a cbest wbicb 
seems to me to contain — " 

" Ob, toys ! lots of toys ! does it not, Monsieur le 
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Régent ? " cried the king, dancing jojonal j, and clapping 
his handsy regardless of his valet-de-ekambre, who was 
standing behind bim, holding the little sword witb a cnt- 
steel handle wbicb he waa going to hang in tfae king's 
belt. ** Oh, the dear toys ! the beantiful toys ! how kind 
you are î Oh, how I love you, Monsieur le Bégent ! " 

" Sire, I only do niy duty," answered the Duc d'Orléans, 
bowing respectfully, ** and you owe me qo thanks for tbat" 

''And wliere is it, Monsieur! Where is this pretty 
chestî" 

" In my apartments, Sire ; and if your Majesty wishes 
it brought hère, I will send it during the day, or to-morrow 
morning." 

*' Oh, no ! now, Monsieur ; now, I b^ ! " 

** But it is in my apartments." 

" Well, let us go to your apartments," cried the cbild, 
running to the door, and forgetting that he still needed, 
for the completion of his toilet, his sword, bis little satin 
jacket, and his blue nbbon. 

" Sire," said Fréjus, advancing, " I would remark that 
your Majesty abandons yourself too entirely to the pleas- 
ure caused by the possession of things that you should 
already regard as trifles.*' 

*'Yes, Monsieur; yes, you are right," said Louis XV., 
making an effort to control himself. '^ But you mast par- 
don me ; I am not yet ten years old, and I worked hard 
yesterday." 

"That is true," said Monsieur de Fréjus, smiling; 
"and therefore your Majesty will employ yourself with 
the toys when you bave asked Monsieur le Régent wbat is 
the other pièce of news which he came to bring yovi.*' 

'^Ah, yes, Monsieur; wbat is that second item of 
news 1 " 

" A work which will be profitable to France, and which 
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is of 80 much importance that I propose to submit it to 
your Majesty." 

** Hâve you it hère î " asked tlie young king, 

" No, Sire ; I did not expect to fiiid your Majesty so 
well inclined to work, and I left it in my study." 

" Well/' said Louis XV., turning half toward Monsieur 
de Fréjus, half toward the régent, and looking at both of 
them with an imploring eye, ** cannot we reconcile ail 
that 1 Instead of taking my morning walk, I will go to 
your apartments and see the beautiful Nuremberg toys ; 
and when I hâve eeen them, we will pass into your study 
and wofk." 

"It is against étiquette, Sire,** answered the régent; 
" but if your Majesty wishes it — " 

" Oh, I do wish it ! — that is," he added, turning and 
looking at Fréjus so sweetly that there was no resisting 
him, " if my good preceptor pormits it." 

*'Does Monsieur de Fréjus see anythiug wrong in itî" 
said the régent, turning toward Fleury, and pronouncing 
thèse Word s with an accent which showed that the precep- 
tor would wound him deeply by refusing the request which 
his royal pupil made him. 

"No, Monseigneur," said Fréjus; "quite the contrary. 
It is well that his Majesty should accustom himself to 
work ; and if the laws of étiquette are violated, that vio- 
lation will bring about a happy- result for the people. I 
only ask of Monseigneur the permission to accompany his 
Majesty." 

"Certainly, Monsieur,'* said the régent, "with the 
greatest pleasure." 

**0h, how good! how kind ! ** cried Louis XV. 
" Quick ! my sword, my jacket, my blue ribbon ! Hère I 
am, Monsieur le Bégent;*' and he advanced to take the 
régentas hand But instead of allowing that familiarity. 
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the régent bowed, and opening tbe door, made a sîgn to 
the king to précède hîm, and followed three or four paces 
behind, hat in hand, togetber with Fréjus. 

The kiug's apartnients, situated on the ground-floor, 
were on the same Jevel with those of the Duc d'Orléans, 
and were separated from them only by an antecliamber 
opening into the king's rooms, and a gallery leading thence 
to the antechamber of the régent. The distance was 
short, therefore, and — as the king was in haste to arrive 
— they fouud themselves in an instant in a large cabinet 
lighted by four Windows, ail formiug doors, which opened 
into the garden. This large cabinet led to a smaller one, 
where the régent generally worked, and to which be 
bronght his most intimate friends and bis favorites. Ail 
bis Higbness's court was in attendance, — a very natiiral 
circumstance, since it was the hour for rising. The young 
king therefore did not notice either Monsieur d'Artagnau, 
captain of the Gray Musketeers, or the Marquis de Lafare, 
captai n of the Guards, or a very considérable number of 
the Light-Horse, who were drawn up outside the Windows ; 
but on a table in the middle of the room he saw the wel- 
come chest, the great size of which caused him, in spite 
of the somewhat chilling exhortation of Monsieur de 
Fréjus, to give a cry of joy. 

However, he was obliged to contain himself, and receive 
as king the bornage of Monsieur d'Artagnan and Monsieur 
de Lafare. Meanwhile the régent had called two valfts-de- 
chambre, who quickly opened the lid and displayed the 
most splendid collection of toys which had ever dazzled 
the eyes of a king nine years old. At this tempting sight 
the king forgot alike preceptor, étiquette, captain of the 
Guards, and captain of the Gray Musketeers. He has- 
tened toward this paradise which was opened to him, and 
as if from an inexhaustible mine, from a fairy casket, from 
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a treasuiy of the " Arabian Nights/* he drew ont succes- 
sively clocks, three-deckers, squadrons of cavalry, battalions 
of infautry, pedlers with their packs, jugglers with their 
cups, — in short, ail those wonders which, on Christmas 
Eve, turn the heads dt children beyond the Ehine, — and 
with such undisguised transports of joy that Monsieur de 
Fréjns himself respected his royal pupiPs happiness. The 
spectators watched him with that religions silence which 
attends great griefs or great joy s. The silence was inter- 
rupted by a violent noise in the antechamber. 

The door was opened. An usher aiinounced the Duc 
de Villeroy, and the marshal appeared, loudly demanding 
to see the king. As they were, however, accustomed to 
such proceedings, the régent merely poiuted to his Majesty, 
who was still continuiug to empty the chest, covering the 
fumiture and floor with the spleudid tôys which he drew 
from the inexhaustible réceptacle. 

The marshal had no ground for co m plaint ; he was 
nearly an hour late, and the king was with Monsieur Fré- 
jus, his colleague ; but none the less he grumbled as he 
approached the king, and threw around glances which 
seemed to say that if his Majesty was in any danger he 
was there to défend him. 

The ragent exchanged a significant glauce with Lafare, 
and an almost imperceptible smile with D'Artagnan ; the 
aflBair was progressing favorably. 

The chest was emptied ; and after having allowed the 
king to enjoy for an instant the sight of ail his treasures, 
the régent approached him, and, still hat in hand, recalled 
to his mind the promise he had made to dévote an hour 
to the considération of State affairs. 

Louis XV., with that scrupulousness which afterward 
led him to déclare that punctuality was the politeness of 
kings, threw a last glance over his toys, asked permission 
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to have them removed to his apartiuents, and advanced 
toward the little cabinet, the door of which was opened 
by the régent Then, actîng in accordance with their 
xespective characters, Monsieur de Fleury, under pretext 
of his dislike of politics, drew back and sat dowii in a 
corner, while the niarshal darted forwaixl, and seeing the 
king enter the cabinet, tried to foUow him. This was the 
moment that the régent had impatiently expected. 

"Pardon, Monsieur le Maréchal," said he, barring tbe 
passage ; " but I wish to speak to his Majesty on affaira 
which demand the most absolute secrecy, and 1 beg, there- 
fore, that you will ollow me to remain a moment with him 
in pnvate." 

" In private I " cried Villeroy ; " in private ! You 
know. Monseigneur, that it is impossible." 

" Impossible, Monsieur le Maréchal I " replied the régent» 
with the greatest coolness ; " impossible ! and why, if you 
please î " 

" Because, as govenior to his Majesty, I have the right 
to accompany him everywhere." 

" In the first place, Monsieur," replied the régent, " this 
right does not appear to me to rest on any very positive 
foundation ; and if I have till now tolerated, not this 
right, but this pretension, it is because the âge of the 
king bas hitherto rendered it unimportant. But now that 
his Majesty approaches his tenth year, and that I am per- 
mitted to begin instructing him in the science of govem- 
ment, in which I am his appointed preceptor, you will see 
that it is quite right that I, as well as Monsieur de Fréjus 
and yourself, should be allowed some hours of private in- 
tercourse with his Majesty. This will be less painful to 
you to grant, Marshal," added the régent, with a smile, 
the expression of which it was impossible to mistake, 
" because, having studied thèse matters so much youisel^ 
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it is impossible that you can bave anything lefb to 
leam." 

" But, Monsieur," said tbe marsbal, as usual forgetting 
bis politeuess as be became warm, " I beg to remind you 
tbat tbe king is my pupil." 

" I know it, Monsieur," said tbe régent, in tbe same 
tone of raillery whicb be bad assumed at tbe beginning of 
tbe conversation. ** Make of bis Majesty a great captain ; 
I do not wisb to prevent you. Your campaigns in Italy 
and Flanders prove tbat be oould not bave a better mas- 
ter ; but at tbis moment, Monsieur le Marécbal, tbere is 
no question of military science. It is a niatter involving 
a State secret, wbicb can be confided to bis Majesty only ; 
tberefore you will not be displeased if I renewedly express 
my désire to speak witb tbe king in private." 

" Impossible, Monseigneur, impossible I " criod tbe 
marsbal, forgetting bimself more and more. 

" Impossible ! " replied tbe régent ; " and wby 1 " 

" Wby 1 " continued tbe marsbal ; " because my duty is 
not to lose sigbt of tbe king for a moment, and because I 
will not permit — " 

"Take care, Monsieur le Marécbal," interrupted tbe 
Duc d'Orféans, baugbtily; "I tbink you are about to 
forget your proper respect toward me." 

'^ Monseigneur," continued tbe marsbal, becoming more 
and more angry, "I know tbe respect wbicb I owe to 
your Royal Higbness, and I also know wbat I owe to my 
cbarge, and to tbe king ; and for tbat reason I will not lose 
sigbt of bis Majesty for an instant, inasmucb as — " 

Tbe duke hesitated. 

" Well, finisb, Monsieur," said tbe régent. 

" Inasmucb as I answer for bis person," said tbe marsbal^i 
wbo, nrged on by tbat cballenge, did not wisb to bave tbe 
appearance of backing out. 
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At this abandonment of ail restraint theie was a mo- 
ment's silence, during which nothing was heard but the 
mutterings of the marsbal, and tbe stifled sîgbs of Mon- 
sieur de Fleury. 

As to tbe Duc d'Orléans, he raised bis bead witb a smile 
of soyereign contempt, aud assuming tbat air of dignity 
wbicb made bim, wben he chose, one of tbe most im- 
posing princes in tbe world, " Monsieur de Villeroy," said 
he, ''you mistake me strangely, it appears, and imagine 
tbat you are speaking to some one else. But since you 
forget who I am, I must endeavor to remind yon. Marquis 
de Lafare,'' continued he, addressing bis captain of the 
Guards, "do your duty." 

Then the Maréchal de Villeroy, seeing on what a préci- 
pice be stood, opened bis moutb to attempt an excuse, 
but the régent left him no time to finish bis sentence, and 
shut the door in bis face. 

The Marquis de Lafare instantly approacbed tbe marsbal, 
and demanded bis sword. The marsbal romained for an 
instant as if tbunderstruck. He bad for so long a time 
been left undisturbed in bis impertinence tbat be bad 
begun to tbink bimself invincible. He tried to speak, 
but bis Yoice failed him ; and on tbe second and still more 
imperative demand, be gave up bis sword. At tbe same 
moment a door opens, and a chair appears. Two mus- 
keteers push the marsbal into it ; it is closed. D'Artagnan 
and Lafare place tbemselves at eacb side, and in the 
twinkling of an eye the prisoner is carried out througb a 
window opening on tbe gardens. Tbe Light-Horse fol- 
io w; and at a considérable and increasing speed they 
descend the staircase, turn to tbe left and enter the 
orangery. There tbe suite remain ; and tbe chair, its 
porters, and tenant, enter a second room, accompanied 
only by Lafare and D'Artagnan. 
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Ail this had taken place 8o quîckly that tbe marshal, 
not distinguished for steadiness of nerve, had not had 
time to recover himself. He had found himself disarmed ; 
he had been carried away ; he was shut up with two men 
who, as he was aware, professed no great friendship for 
him, and always exaggerating his iniportance, he cou- 
cluded that he was lost. 

"Gentlemen," he cided, turning pale, while perspiration 
and powder ran dowii his face, " I hope I am not going 
to be assassinated I " 

'* No, Monsieur le Maréchal, don't be alanned," said 
Lafare, while D'Artagnan could not help laughing at his 
ridiculous figure ; " something much more simple, and 
infinitely less tragic." 

** What is it, then 1 " asked the marshal, to whom this 
assurance restored some tranquillity. 

"There are two letters, Monsieur, which you were to 
hâve given to the king this morning, and which you must 
bave in one of your pockets." 

The marshal, who till that moment, in his anxiety 
about himself, had forgotten Madame du Maine's affairs, 
started, and raised his hand to the pocket where the let- 
ters were. 

" Pardon, Monsieur le Duc," said D'Artagnan, stopping 
his hand, " but we are authorized to inform you, in case 
you should feel inclined to remove thèse letters, that the 
régent bas copies of them." 

" I raay add," said Lafare, " that we are authorized to 
take them by force, and are absolved in advance from ail 
accidents that may happen in any struggle that may 
ensue, supposing, which is not probable, that you should 
wish. Monsieur le Maréchal, to push rébellion so far as that." 

"And you assure me," said the marshal, "that the 
régent bas copies of thèse letters 1" 
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" On my word of honor," said D'Ârtagnaxi. 

" In that case," replied Villeroy, " I do not aee why I 
should prevent you from taking theae letters, which do 
not conoern me in the least, and which I undertook to 
deliver to oblige others." 

«We are aware of that, Monsieur le Maréchal/* said 
Lafare. 

" But," added the marshal, " I hope you will inform 
his Royal Highness of the readiness with which I sub- 
mitted to his orders, and of my regret for having offended 
him ] " 

" Do not doubt it, Monsieur le Maréchal ; ail will be 
reported as it has taken place. But thèse letters î" 

"Hère they are, Monsieur," said the marshal, giving 
two letters to Lafare. 

Lafare assured himself by the seals that they were really 
the letters he was in search of. "My dear D*Artagnan," 
said he, " now conduct the marshal to his destination, and 
give orders, in the name of the régent, that he is to be 
treated with every respect." 

The chair was closed, and the porters carried it ofif. At 
the gâte of the gardens a carriage with six horses was 
waiting, in which they placed the marshal, who now 
began to suspect the trap which had been laid for him. 
D'Artagnan seated himself by him, an officer of musket- 
eers and Du Libois, one of the king's gentlemen, opposite ; 
and attended by twenty musketeers, — four at each aide, 
and twelve following, — the carriage set off at a gallop. 

Meanwhile the Marquis de Lafare returned to the 
château with the two letters of Philip Y. in his hand. 
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CHAPTEE XXXVI. 

THE BEGINNING OF THE END. 

The same day, toward two o'clock in the afternoon, while 
D'Harmental, profitiiig by Buvat's absence, who was siip- 
posed to be at the library, was repeating to Bathilde for 
the thousandth time that he loved her, Nanette entered, 
and announced that some one was waiting in his own 
room on important business. D'Harmental, anxious to 
know who could be this importunate visitor, pursuing 
him even to the paradise of his love, went to the window 
and saw the Abbé Brigand walking up and down in his 
room. D'Harmental instantly took leave af Bathilde, 
and went up to his own apartments. 

" Well," said the abbé, *' while you are quietly making 
love to your neighbor, fine things are happening." 

*' What things?" asked D'HarmentaL 

*' Do you not know 1 " 

" I know absolutely nothing, except that — unless what 
you bave to tell me is of the greatest importance — I 
should like to strangle you for having disturbed me ; so 
take care, and if you hâve no news worthy of the occa- 
sion, invent some.** 

" Unfortunately," replied the abbé, " the reality leaves 
little to the imagination." 

*' Indeed, my dear Brigaud," said D*Harmental, regard- 
ing the abbé more closely, " you seem to be in a terrible 
fright. What has happened î Tell me." 

**What has happened î Oh, nothing worth mention- 
ing, — only that we bave been sold out by some one; 

26 
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that the Maréchal de Villeroy was arrested this morning 
at Versailles, and that the two letters from Philip V., 
which he was to give to the king, are in the hands of 
the régent." 

D'Harmental perfectly understood the gravity of the 
situation, but his face exhibited the calmness which was 
habituai to him in moments of danger. 

" Is that allî " he asked quietly. 

" Ail for the présent ; and if you do not think it 
enough, you are difficult to satisfy." 

'* My dear Abbé," said D'Harmental, ** when we entered 
•on this conspiracy it was with almost equal chances of 
succeas and failure. Yesterday our chances were uinety 
to a hundred ; to-day they are only thirty, — that is ail.'* 

" I am glad to see that you do not e^sily allow yourself 
to be discouraged," said Brigand. 

" My dear Abbé," said D'Harmental, ** at this moment I 
am a happy man, and I see everything on the bright sida. 
If you had taken me in a moment of sadness, it would 
hâve been quite the reverse, and I should hâve replied 
* Amen' to y our * De Profundis.* " 

** And your opinion 1 " 

** Is that the game is becoming perplexed, but is not yet 
lost. The Maréchal de Villeroy is not of the conspiracy, 
does not even know the naraes of the conspirators. 
Philip V.'s letters — as far as I remember them — do not 
name anybody ; and the only person really compromised is 
the Prince de Cellamare. The inviolability of his office pro- 
tects him from any real danger. Besides, if our plan lias 
reached the Cardinal Alberoni, Monsieur de Saint-Aignan 
must serve as hostage." 

** There is truth in what you say.*' 

"And from whom hâve you this news?" asked the 
chevalier. 
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'Trom Valef, who had it from Madame du Maine, 
who, on receipt of the news, went to the Prince de Cella- 
mare himself." 

" We mu8t see Valef." 

" I hâve appointed him to meet me hère, and on my 
way I stopped at the Marquis de Pompadour's. I am 
astonished that he is not hère before me." 

" Raoul ! *' said a voice on the staircase. 

** Stay, it is he ! " cried D'Harmental, running to the 
door and opening it. 

" Thank you," said Valef, " for your assistance, which 
is very seasonable, for I was just going a way, convinced 
that Brigand must hâve made a mistake, and that no 
Christian could live at such a height, and in such a 
pigeon-hole. I must cei-tainly bring Madame du Maine 
hère, that she may know what she owes you.'* 

**God grant,*' said the Abbé Brigaud, **that we may 
not ail be worse lodged a few days hence I " 

** Ah, you mean the Bastille ! It is possible, Abbé ; 
but at least one does not go to the Bastille of one's own 
accord. Moreover, it is a royal lodging, which raises it 
a little, and makes it a place where a gentleman may 
live without dégradation ; but a place like this — fie, 
Abbé I " 

** If you knew what I hâve found hère," said D*Har- 
mental, a little piqued, ** you would be as unwilling to 
leave it as I am." 

" Ah, some little bourgeoise, — some Madame Michelin, 
perhaps. Take care, D'Harmental ; thèse things are 
allowed only to Richelieu. With you and me, who are 
perhaps worth as much as he is, but are unfortunately 
not quite so much in fashion, it will not do." 

" Well," said the Abbé Brigand, " although your con- 
versation is somewhat frivolous, I hear it with pleasure. 
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since it assures me that our afOckirs are not ia 80 bad a 
plight as I thougbt/' 

" Oa the contrary, the conspiracy is gone to the devil." 

" What are you saying, Baron î " cried Brigaud. 

" I scarcely thought they woulJ leave me time to bring 
you the news." 

" Were you nearly arrested then, my dear Valef î '* 
asked D'Harmental. 

" I escaped ouly by a hair's breadth.** 

" How did it happen, Baron 1 " 

"You remember, Abbë, that I left you to go to the 
Prince de Cellamare î " 

*' Yes." 

" Well, I wasthere when they came to seize his papers." 

" Hâve they seized the prince's papers î " cried Brigaud. 

"AU except what we burned, which unfortunately were 
the smaller number.'* 

*' Then we are ail lost," said the abbé. 

** Why, my dear Abbé, how you throw the helve after 
the hatchet I ** 

" But, Valef, you bave not told us bow it happened,'* 
said D'Harmental. 

" My dear Chevalier, imagine the most ridiculous tbing 
in the world. I wish you had been there; we should 
bave laughed to kill ourselvea It would hâve enraged 
that follow Dubois." 

" What ! was Dubois himself at the ambassador's î *' 

"In person, Abbé. Imagine the Prince de Cellamare 
and myself quietly sitting by the corner of the fire, taking 
out letters from a little casket, and burning those which 
seemed to deserve the honors of an auio-da-féy when ail at 
once his vàtet-de-chambre enters, and announces that tbe 
hôtel of the erabassy is invested by a body of musketeers, 
and that Dubois and Lablanc wish to speak to him. Tbe 
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objecfc of this visit is not difficiilt to guess. The prince — 
without takiiig the trouble to chooee — empties the casket 
into the lire, pushes me into a dressing-closet, and orders 
that tbey sball be admitted. The order was useless ; 
Dubois and Lablanc were at the door. Fortunately, 
neither one nor the other had seeii me." 

" Well, I see nothîng droU as yet," said Brîgaud. 

'* This is just where it begins," replied Valef. ** Remera- 
ber that I was in the closet, seeing and hearing everything. 
Dubois entered, stretching ont his weasel's head to watch 
the Prince de Cellamare, who, wrapped in his dressing- 
gown, stood before the tire to give the papers time to 
buni. 

" * Monsieur,' said the prince, in that phlegmatic manner 
you know he bas, * niay I know to what event I owe the 
honor of this visit ?^ 

" * Oh, mon Dieu, Monseigneur ! ' said Dubois, ' to a 
very simple thing, — a désire which Monsieur Leblanc and 
I had to learn a little of your papers, of which,' he added, 
showing the letters of Philip V., ' thèse two samples bave 
given us a foretaste.' " 

" What ! " said Brigand, " thèse letters, seized at ten 
o'clock at Versailles, are in Dubois's hands at one o'clock î " 

"As you say, Abbé. You see that tbey travelled faster 
than if tbey had been put in the post." 

"And what did the ambassador say thenl" inqnired 
D'Harmental. 

" Oh, the prince wished to carry it off with a high hand, 
by appealing to his rights as an envoy ; but Dubois, who 
is something of a logician, showed hini that he had hini- 
self somewhat violated thèse rights, by covering the con- 
spiracy with his ambassador's cloak. In short, as the prince 
was the weakest, he was obliged to submit to what he could 
not prevent. Besides, Leblanc, without asking permission, 
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had already opeued the desk and examined its contents, 
while Dubois drew out the drawers of a bureau, aud rum- 
maged iu them. Ail at once Cellamare left his place ; aud 
stopping Leblauc, who had just taken a packet of papers 
tied with red ribbon, he said, — 

" * Pardon, Monsieur ; to each one his prérogatives. 
Thèse are ladies' lettera.* 

" * Thanks for your conMence,* said Dubois, not in the 
least disconcerted, but rising and taking the papers fix>m 
tlie hand of Leblanc, * I am accustomed to secrets of this 
kind, and yours shall be well kept.' 

" At this moment, looking toward the fire, he saw — in 
the midst of the burut letters — a paper still untouched ; 
and darting toward it, he seized it just as the âames were 
reaching it. The movement was so rapid that the ambas- 
sador could not prevent it, and the paper was in Dubois's 
hands. 

" * Peste ! ' said the prince, seeing Dubois shakîng his 
fîugers, 'I knew that the regeut had skilful spies, but 
I did not kuow that they were brave enough to go into 
the fire.* 

" ' Well, Prince,* said Dubois, uufolding the paper, * they 
are well rewarded for their bravery. See.* 

" The prince cast his eyes over the paper ; I don't know 
what it contained, but I know that the prince turned pale 
as death ; and that as Dubois burst out laughing, Cella- 
mare, in a moment of wrath, broke into a thousand pièces 
a little marble statue which was near his hand. 

" ' I am glad it was not I,* said Dubois, coldly, looking 
at the pièces which rolled at his feet, and putting the 
paper in his pocket. 

" * Every one in turn. Monsieur ; Heaven is just ! ' said 
the ambassador. 

" * Mean while,* said Dubois, ' as we hâve got what we 
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wauted, and bave no tûne to lose to-day, we will set about 
affîxiiig tbe seals/ 

" ' Tbe seals bere 1 * cried tbe ambassador, exasperated. 

*• * Witb your permission,' replied Dubois. * Proceed, 
Monsieur Leblanc' 

** Leblanc drew out froiil a bag bands and wax, ail pre- 
pai'ed. Tliey began opérations witb tbe desk and tho 
bureau, tben tbey advanced toward tbe door of my closet. 

" * No,' cried tbe prince, * I will not permit — ' 

" * Gentlemen,' said Dubois, opeuing tbe door, and in- 
troducing into tbe room two offîcers of musketeers, * tbe 
ambassador of Spain is accused of bigb treason against 
tbe State. Hâve tbe kindness to accompany bim to tbe 
carriage wbicb is waiting, and take bim — you know 
wbere ; if be resists, call eigbt men, and take bim by 
force.' " 

**Well, and wbat did tbe prince do tbonî** asked 
Brigand. 

" Wbat you would bave done in bis place, I présume, my 
dear Abbé. He foUowed tbe two officers, and five minutes 
afterward yôur bumble servant found himself under seal," 

" Poor Baron ! " cried D'Harmental ; " and bow tbe 
devil did you get outl" 

" That is tbe beauty of it. Hardly had tbe prince gone, 
leaving me under seal, when Dubois called tbe valet-de- 
chambre, 

" * Wbat is your name î * asked Dubois. 

" * Lapierre, at your service, Monseigneur.' 

" * My dear Leblanc,' said Dubois, ' explain, if you 
please, to Monsieur Lapierre, wbat are tbe penalties for 
breaking seals.' 

" ' The galleys,' replied Leblanc, in tbat pleasant tone 
tbat you know belongs to bim. 

" ' My dear Monsieur Lapierre/ continued Dubois, in 
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a Yoice as sweet as honey, * jou hear. If yoa wonld like 
to spend a few days rowing on one of his Afajesty's ves- 
sela, touch one of tbese seals, and your object is gaîned. 
If, on the contiary, a hnudred louis aie agreeable to yen, 
guard faîtbfully the seals fcbat we bave placed, and in 
three days the money sball be given you/ 

" * I prefer tbe hundred louis/ said the scoundrel. 

" ' Well, then, sign this paper. We constitute you 
guardian of the prince's cabinet.' 

" * I am at your orders. Monseigneur/ Teplied Lapierre ; 
and he signed. 

" ' Now,' said Dubois, ' you undeistand ail the lespon- 
sibility you bave undertakenî' 

" ' Yes, Monseigneur.' 

" 'And submit toit r 

« * I do.' 

" * Now, Leblanc/ said Dubois, ' we bave nothing fur- 
ther to do hère, and,' he added, showing the paper whicb 
he had snatched from the fîre, ' I bave ail I wanted.' 

'*And having said thèse words, he left, foUowed by 
Leblanc. 

" Lapierre, as soon as he had seen them ofiP, ran to the 
cabinet, and exclaimed, * Quick, Monsieur le Baron ! you 
must take advantage of our solitude and leave.' 

" * You knew, then, that I was hère, you mscal ? * 

" * Of course ! I should n't bave accepted the office of 
guardian if I had n't known you were hère. ï saw yoa go 
in, and I thought you would not like to stay there for 
three days.' 

** * And you were right ; a hundred louis for your good 
idea.' 

** * Mon Dieu / what are you doing î* cried Lapierre. 

" ' I ani trying to get out.* 

" * Oh, not by the door ! You would not send a poor 
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fellow to the galleys; besides, they hâve taken the key 
with thera.' 

" * And where am I to get out, then ? * 

" * Raise your head.' 

" * It is Taised.' 

" ' Look iii the air,* 

" * I am looking.^ 

" * To your right. Do you not see anything 1 ' 

" * Yes, a little window/ 

" * Well, get on a chair, on a table, on anything you 
find ; the window opens into the alcôve. There, let your- 
self slip now ; you will fall on the bed, — that is it. You 
bave not hurt yourself, Monsieur?' 

" * No. The prince had a very nice bed hère, upon mj 
Word. I hope he will hâve one as comfortable where they 
are taking him.* 

" * And I hope meanwhile that Monsieur le Baron will 
not forget the service I bave rendered him.' 

"'Oh, the hundred louis 1 Well, as I do notwantto 
part with money at this moment, take this ring ; it is worth 
three hundred pistoles, — you gain six hundred francs on 
the bargain.* 

" ' Monsieur le Baron is the most generous gentleman 
I know.' 

" * Now, tell me how I can get away.' 

" * By this little staircase ; you will find yourself in the 
patitry. You must then go througb the kitchen into the 
gardeiî, and go out by the little door.' 

" * Thanks for the itinerary.' 

" I followed the instructions of Monsieur Lapierre ex- 
actly, and hère I am.'* 

" And the prince, where is he î " asked the chevalier. / 

" How do I know 1 In prison probably.*' 

" IHaMe ! diable ! diable /'' said Brigaud. 
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'^ Well, what do yoa sajr to mj Odjaaej, Abbé f " 
" I ftay tbat it wooid be yeiy dioU, bat fbr tha& coised 
paper which Dubois picked out of ihe cmdeis.'' 

** Yes," said Valef; " tbat spoils it." 

'' And you bave uot any idea what it coold be t " 

** Not tbe least ; but never mind, it îs not lost, — we 
sliall know soiue day wbat it was." 

Ai thia moment they heaid some one coming up the 
fltaircase. Tbe door opened, and Boniface appeaied. 

" Pardon, Monsieur Raoul," said he ; " but it is not yuu 
I 8eek, it is Papa Brigand." 

" Never mind, my dear Boniface, you are welcome. My 
dear Baron, allow me to présent to you my predecessor iu 
this cbamber, — the son of my worthy landlady. Madame 
Denis, and godson of our good friend the Abbé Brigaud." 

" Oh, you bave barons for friends, Monsieur Baoul ! 
What an honor for our bouse ! " 

" Well," said the abbé, " you were looking for me, you 
said. What do you want?" 

" I want nothing. It was my mother who sent for you." 

" What does she want î Do you know î " 

** Of course I know. Sbe wants to ask you wby the 
parliament is to assemble to-morrow." 

" The parliament assembles to-morrow ! " cried Valef 
and D'HarmentaL 

" And for what purpose ? " asked Brigaud. 

" Ab, that is just what bothers ber, tbat poor woman." 

" And where did your mother hear that the parliament 
is to assemble?" 

*' I told ber." 

" And wbere did you hear of it? " 

'* At the office. Maître Joullu was with the président 
when the order arrived." 

" Well, tell your mother I will come to her directly." 
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** Sufficit ; she will expect y ou. Adieu, Monsieur Raoul ; 
adieu, Monsieur le Baron." And Monsieur Boniface went 
out, fat from suspectiug tlie effect he had produced on his 
listeners. 

** It is some coup-d^état which. is preparing," niurmured 
D'Harmental. 

"I will go to Madame du Maine to warn lier," said 
Valef. 

*' And I to Pompadour for news," said Brigand. 

"And I," said D'Harmental, "remain hère. If I am 
wanted, Abbé, you know where I am." 

" But if you should not be at hcmie, Chevalier î " 

"Oh, I shall not be far off. Open the windôw, clap 
your hands, and I will corne." 

Valef and Brigand went away together, and D'Harmen- 
tal went back to Bathilde, whom he found very uneasy. 
It was five o'clock in the afternoon, and. Buvat was still 
absent ; it was the first time such a thing had happened 
within the young girPs remembrance. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

THE BBD OF JUSTICE. 

The foUowing day, about seven o'clock in the mormiig, 
Brigaud came for D'Hannental, and found the young man 
ready and waiting. Tliey Mrrapped themselves in their 
cloaks, drew down their hats over their eyes, and pro- 
ceeded through the Rue de Cléry, the Place des Victoires, 
and the garden of the Palais Royal. 

On reachiiig the Rue de l'Échelle, they began to per- 
ceive an unusual stir. AU the avenues leading toward 
the Tuileries were guanied by detachments of musketeere 
and light-horse, and the people, expelled from the court 
and gardens of the Tuileries, crowded into the Place du 
Carrousel. D*Harmental and Brigaud mixed with the niob. 

Having arrived at the place where the triuraphal arch 
now stands, they were accosted by an oflficer of the Gray 
Musketeers, wrapped in a large cloak like themselves. It 
was Valef. 

" Well, Baron," asked Brigaud, " what news î " 

" Ah, it is y ou. Abbé," said Valef. " We bave been 
looking for you, — Laval, Malezieux, and myself. I hâve 
just left them ; they must be somewhere near. I^et ns 
stop hère ; it will not be long before they fînd us. Do 
you know anything yourself?" 

" No, nothing. I called at Malezieux's, but he had 
already gone out." 

" Say that he had not yet come home. We remained 
at the Arsenal ail nidit." 
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" And no hostile démonstration bas been made 1 " asked 
D'Harmental. 

" None. Monsieur le Duc du Maine aiïd Monsieur le 
[Jomte de Toulouse were summoned for the regent's coun- 
31 1, wbich is to be held this momîng before the beginning 
Df the hed of justice. At half-past six they were both at 
blie Tuileries ; so Madame du Maine^ in order to get the 
tiews as soou as possible, bas come and installed herself in 
her superintendent's apartments.'^ 

" Is it known what bas become of the Prince de Cella- 
mare 1 " asked D^Harmental. 

" He is sent to Orléans, in a carriage with four horses, 
in the company of a gentleman of the king's household, 
and an^ escort of a dozen light-horse." 

" And is nothing known about the paper which Dubois 
picked ont of the cinders î " asked Brigand. 

*' Nothing." 

" What does Madame du Maine think 1 " 

" That he is brewing something against the légitimât ed 
princes, and that he will profit by this to take away some 
more of their privilèges. This morning she leotured her 
husband sharply, and he promised to lemain firm, but she 
does not rely upon him." 

" And Monsieur de Toulouse î " 

" We saw him yesterday evening ; but, you know, my 
dear Abbé, there is nothing to be made of him, with his 
modesty, or rather his humility. He always thinks that 
they hâve done too much for him, and is ready to abandon 
to the régent anything that is asked of him." 

"Bythebye, thekingr' 

"Well,theking — " 

" Yes ; how bas he taken the arrest of his tutor V* 

" Ah, do you not know ? It seems that there was a 
compact between the marshal and Monsieur de Fréjus 
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that if one of them shoold be Temoyed from his Majesty, 
the other.should leave immediatelj. Yesterday uiurning 
Monsiear de Fréjus dîsappeared." 

" And where is he î '* 

'' God knows ! The king, who had taken the loss of 
his marshal yery well, is inconsolahle at that of his bishop." 

" And how do you kuow ail tbat î " 

" Through the Duc de Richelieu, who went yesterday, 
ahout two o'clock, to VersaiUes, to pay his respects to the 
king, and found his Majesty in despair in the midst of 
the china and omaments which be had broken. Unfortu- 
nately Richelieu, instead of encouraging the kiug's grief, 
made him langh by telling him a hnndred stories, and 
almost consoled him by helping him to break the rest 
of the china and ornaments." 

At this moment an individual clothed in the long robe 
of an advocate, and with a square cap, passed near the 
gronp which was formed by Brigand, D'Hannental, and 
Yalef, humming the refrain of a song made on the marshal 
after the battle of Ramillies. Brigand turned round, and 
under the disguise thought he recognized Pompadour. 
The advocate stopped, and approached the group in ques- 
tion. The abbé had no longer any doubt ; it was really 
the marquis. 

" Well, Maître Clément," said he, " what news from 
the palace î" 

" Oh I " answered Pompadour, " good news, particularly 
if it be true : they say that the parliament refuses to 
corne to the Tuileries.** 

• " Vive Dieu ! " cried Valef, " that will reconcile me 
with the red robes. But they will not dare." 

"Why notî You know that Monsieur de Mesme is 
for us ; he bas been named président through the in- 
fluence of Monsieur du Maine." 



THE BED OF JUSTICE. 415 

"Yes, that is trtie, but tjiat is long since/* said Bri- 
gaud; "and if you hâve nothing better to rely npon, 
Maître Clément, I should advise you not to count upon 
him.'^ 

" Particularly," answered Valef, "as he bas just ob- 
tained from the régent the payment of fîve bundred thou- 
sand francs on bis claim for arrears." 

" Ob, oh ! " said D'Harmental ; " see I it appears to me 
that somethiug new is going on. Are tbey coming ont 
already from the regent's conncilî" 

Indeed, a great movement was taking place in the court 
of the Tuileries; and the two carriages of the Duc du 
Maine and the Comte de Toulouse left tlieir post, and 
approacbed the clock pavilion. At the same instant the 
two brothers made tbeir appearance. They exchanged 
a few words ; each got into bis own carnage ; and the 
two vehicles departed at a rapid pace by the waterside 
wicket. 

For ten minutes Brigaud, D'Harmental, Pompadour, 
and Valef were lost in conjectures regarding this event, — 
which, having been remarked by others as well as by 
them, had made à sensation among the crowd, — but 
without being able to assign it to its proper cause. Then 
they noticed Malezieux, who appeared to be looking for 
them. They went to him, and by bis discomposed face 
they judged that the information which he had to bring 
was not comforting. 

"Well," asked Pompadour, "hâve you any idea of 
what bas been going on î " 

"AlasI" answered Malezieux, "I am afraid that ail is 
lost." 

" You know that the Duc du Maine and the Comte de 
Toulouse bave left the councilî" asked Valef. 

" I was on the quay when he passed in bis carriage, and 
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Ke igengniani Be* and iifeûppei tfae cjmiige ^ an 
bj hk aernuit this lîssLe note îa pcnoL" 
' Let os 9ee,** siii Brigaoïi, and ke nad : — 

I df) Boc kn«>v whOL b plattîiig agpmHt ih^ \mk Uie reiscnt 
inTLSài iu — Xjolixiae szui iik — ta kaTe tiiie amiiciL That 
ÎLTL^a^i'jn. app«areii co me sn. ori^, and » ail xei^tazice ^iroold 
hâxe been nâelesB, aeeing tbot we hare m the coancO. onlj 
four Off five Toicea, apoa wiikh I am noC sure tlial we can 
e.r,rjitf I ws» ohligi^d to olîer. Try to aee the dncliessy who 
ma»t Vje at the TaileTies» and leO bcr diat I am retizii^ to 
BamboQÎllet, wfam I shall wmît lar tlie tma of eTcnts. 
Yonr affiectîaoafiey 

Lons-Auecsxs. 

«The cowar»i î' aaid Yale£ 

^ And thèse are the men for wbom we fîsk oor heads»** 
mnrmared Pompadonr. 

** Toa are mistaken, m j dear MaïqinSy" saîd Brigand ; 
** we risk car heads on our own accoimt, I hope, and not 
for otheis. Is not that trae. Chevalier! Well, wliat in 
tbe deTil is the matter with joal** 

«'Wait, Abbe," answered lyBannental ; "I seem to 
recognize — yes, the devil take me, it is he! You will 
not go awaj from this place, gentlemen!" 

'^ No ; I answer for myself at kasft^" said Pompadoar. 

"XorI,''8aid Valet 

'' Nor I/' said Malezîeox. 

" Nor I," said the abbë. 

" Well, then, I will rejoia yon in an instant." 

'* Where are you going % " asked Brigand. 

<'Do not look, Abbé," said D'Harmental; **\t is on 
private bnsiness." 

Dropping Yalef's arm, lyHarmental began to press 
throngh the crowd toward a person whom he had been 
following with his eyes for some time, and who^ thanks 
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to bis Personal strength, had approaclied the gâte with a 
half-intoxîcated damsel hanging ou either arm. 

"Do you see, my princesses?** said the person in ques- 
tion, tracing architectural lines iu the sand with the end 
of his cane, while at every niovement his long sword 
fretted his neighbors' legs, — " hère is what is called a 
bed of justice. I know ail about that. I saw what took 
place at the death of the late king, when the will was 
broken, and it was declared, with ail due respect for his 
Majesty Louis XIV., that bastards were always bastards. 
You see, it takes place in a large hall, long or square, it 
makes no différence which. The seat of the king is 
hère; the peers are there; the parliament is in front." 

"Say, Honorine," interrupted one of the two young 
women, " does this story that he is telling amuse you î " 

" Not the least in the world. It was not worth while 
to bring us hère from the Quai St. Paul, promising us 
a spectacle, just to show us fifty mounted musketeérs 
and a dozen light-horse running after one another." 

" Say, then, old man," continued the first speaker, " it 
seema to me that if we should go and eat a matelotte à 
la Rapéey it would be more nourishing than your bed of 
justice ; hey î " 

" Mademoiselle Honorine," replied he to whom this 
artful invitation was addressed, " I hâve already observed, 
though it is hardly twelve hours since I had the honor of 
making your acquaintance, that you are very ready with 
your tongue, — a bad fault in a woman. Try, then, to 
correct it, at any rate during the rest of the time you are 
to be with me." 

" I say, Phémie, does he mean to lead us about like 
this till five o'clock in the evening, and give us nothmg 
but his fried omelet and his three bottles of white 
wiue, — the old fox î To begin with, I wam you, 

27 
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my fine fellow, that I am off, if I am not fed right 
away." 

" Very fine, my passion, — as Monsieur Pierre Corneille 
says, — very fine ! " replied the personage to whose vanity 
this gastronomie appeal was addressed, seiziug with each 
of his hands a wrist of each of the young women, and 
seciiring them under his arms as if with pincera ; ** there 
is no question hère of a dish more or less. You belong 
to me till four o'clock, according to the arrangement made 
with Madame Soraething — what is her name 1 " 
" Yes, but fed, fed ! " 

" The matter of food did n't enter for an instant into 
the arrangement, my chickens ; and if any one bas been 
wronged in the afFair, it is I." 
'' You î Stingy fellow ! " 
" Yes, I ; I asked for two women." 
" Well, you hâve them." 

" Pardon, pardon ! I repeat : I asked for two women ; 
that is to say, a blonde and a brunette. But taking advan- 
tage of the obscurity, they gave me two blondes, wbich is 
exactly as if they had given me only one, since the two 
are just alike. It is I, then, who hâve the right to com- 
plain. So let us say no more about it, my loves." 
" But it is an injustice ! " exclaimed the two women. 
"Well, the world is fuU of injustice. For instance, 
they are probably doing an injustice at this very moment 
to that poor Monsieur du Maine ; and if you had any feel- 
ing, you would think only of the trouble they are prepar- 
ing for that poor prince. As for myself, m y stomach is 
so full that it would be impossible for me to swallow the 
least thing. Besides, you wanted to see the show. Well, 
hère it is, and a fine one ; look 1 Who looks, dines." 

"Captain," said the chevalier, tapping Koquefinette 
on the shoulder, and hoping that, thanks to the move- 
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ment occasioned by the approach of the parlianient, they 
woiild be able to talk without being observed, " can I say 
two words to y ou in private 1 *' 

" Four, Chevalier, four ; and with the greatest pleasure. 
Stay there, my kittens," he added, placing the two young 
women in the front row ; " and if any one insults you, 
make me a sign. I shall be only two steps from hère. 
I am ready, Chevalier," he continued, drawing D'Harmen- 
tal out of the crowd ; " I hâve recognized you for the last 
five minutes, but it was not my business to speak first." 

"And I see with pleasure," said D'Harmental, "that 
Captain Roquefinette is still prudent." 

" Prudentissimo, Chevalier ; so if you hâve any new 
overture to make, out with it." 

" No, Captain, no ; not at présent, at least. Besides, 
the place is not suitable for a conférence of that nature. 
Only I wish to know, in case of my having need of you, 
whether you still live in the same place î " 

" Still, Chevalier ; I am like an ivy, — I die where I 
grow. Only, like that, I climb ; which means that instead 
of finding me, as you did the first time, on the first or 
second floor, you will hâve to look for me on the fifth 
or sixth, seeing that, by a very natural see-saw movement, 
as my funds go down, I go up." 

" What, Captain," said D'Harmental, laughing, and put- 
ting his hand in his pocket, " you are in want of money, 
and you do not address yourself to your friends 1 " 

" I borrow money ! " cried the captain, stopping D'Har- 
mentaPs libéral intentions with a sign ; " no. When I do 
you a service, you make me a présent ; well and good. 
When I conclude a bargain, you exécute the conditions. 
But I to ask without having a right to ask, — that may 
do for a church rat, but not for a soldier. One may be 
only a simple gentleman, and yet as proud as a duke and 
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peer. But, paidon, pardon ; I see that niy wenches are 
duwling off, and I don't caie to be cbeated even bj 
créatures of that sortw If you want me, you know where 
to find me. Au revoir j Chevalier! au revoir/" 

And wîthout waiting for D'Harmental's answer, Koque- 
finette started in pursuit of Mademoiselles Honorine aud 
Eupbémie, who, thinking they were ont of the captai n's 
sight, were trying to take advantage of that circumstance 
to seek elsewhere the matdoUe to which tbe honorable 
trooper doubtless would hâve been as much iaclined 
as they were, if perchance his pocket had been better 
fumished. 

Meantime, sînce it was only eleven o'clock in the mom- 
ing, and in ail probability the bed of justice would con- 
tinue till four in the aftemoon, and until then notbing 
would be decided, the chevalier thought that iustead of 
remaining on the Place du Carrousel, he would do better 
to turn the three or four hours which he had before bim 
to the profit of his love. Moreover, the nearer he ap- 
proached to the catastrophe, the more need he felt of 
seeing Bathilde. Bathilde had become one of the éléments 
of his life, one of the organs necessary to his existence ; 
and at the moment when he might be separated froni lier 
fore ver, he did not understand how he could live a single 
day away from her. Consequently, pressed by the etep- 
nal craving for the présence of the loved object, the 
chevalier, instead of going to look for his companions, 
went toward the Rue du Temps-Perdu. 

D'Harmental found the poor child very uneasy. Buvat 
had not come home siuce half-past nine the morning be- 
fore. Nanette had been to inquire at the library, and to 
her great astonishment, and the scandai of his fellow- 
clerks, she had learned that he had not been there ff>r 
five or six days. Such a dérangement in Buvat's habits 
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indicated the îminîuence of serious events. On the other 
liand, the young girl had noticed in Raoul the day before 
a sort of nervous agitation, which, though kept under 
control, seemed to indicate the approach of an important 
crisis. Thus, joining her old fears to her new anxieties, 
Bathilde felt instinctively that a misfortune, invisible but 
inévitable, hung above her, and at any moment might fall 
upon her head. 

But when Bathilde saw Raoul, ail fear arisîng from the 
past or looking toward the future, was lest in the happi- 
iiess of the présent. On his part, Raoul, either by exer- 
cise of self-control, or by force of a sentiment like her 
own, thought of nothing but Bathilde. Nevertheless, this 
time the préoccupations on both sides were so powerfui 
that Bathilde could not help declaring to Raoul her anx- 
ieties, which he combated the more feebly because that 
absence of Buvat linked itself in his mind with certain 
suspicions that had already occurred to him, and which he 
had hastened to dismiss. Time slipped by with its usual 
rapidity, and four o'clock struck when the lovers fancied 
that they had been together but a few minutes. It was 
the hour at which Raoul generally took his leave. 

If Buvat was to retum, he would probably return at 
this time. After exchanging a hundred vows, the two 
young people separated, agreeing that if anything new 
happened to either of them, whatever hour of the 
day or night it might be, the other should be notified 
immedîately. 

At the door of Madame Denis's house D'Harmental met 
Brigaud. The bed of justice was concluded, and nothing 
positive was y et known ; but vague rumors were afloat 
that terrible measures had been taken. Authentic informa- 
tion must soon arrive, and Brigaud had appointed a rendez- 
vous with Pompadour and Malezieux at D'HarmentaPs 
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lodgîugs, who, beÎDg the least known, would be the least 
watched. 

In about au hour tbe Marquis de Pompadour arrived. 
The parliament had at first wished to niake oppositiou, 
but everything bad giveu way before the will of the 
régent. The King of Spaiu's letters had been read and 
coudemned. It had beeu decided that the dukes and 
peers should rank immediately after the princes of the 
blood. The honors of the legitimated princes wei-e 
restricted to the simple rank of their peerages. Finally, 
the Duc du Maine lost the superintendence of the king's 
éducation, which was confided to the Duc de Bourbon. 
The Comte de Toulouse alone was maintained, during bis 
lifetime, in his privilèges and prérogatives. 

Malezieux arrived in bis turn ; be had recently leflb tbe 
duchess. They had just given her notice to leave ber 
apartments in the Tuileries, whicb belonged henceforward 
to Monsieur le Duc. Such an affront had, as may easily 
be understood, exasperated the granddaughter of the great 
Condé. She had flown into a violent passion, brokeu ail 
the looking-glasses with ber own hands, and had ail the 
furniture thrown out of the window ; then, this perform- 
ance finished, she had got into her carnage, sending Laval 
to Rambouillet, in order to urge Monsieur du Maine to 
some vigorous action, and charging Malezieux to assemble 
ail her friends that evening at the Arsenal. 

Pompadour and Brigand cried out against the impru- 
dence of such a meeting. Madame du Maine was evi- 
dently watched. To go to the Arsenal the day wben it 
was known that her anger was at the highest pitch would 
be to compromise themselves openly. Pompadour and 
Brigaud were therefore in favor of going and begging ber 
Highness to appoint some other time or place for the ren- 
dezvous. Malezieux and D'Harmental were of the same 



THE BED OF JUSTICE. 423 

opinion regarding the danger of the step ; but the}' both 
ieclarçd — the first from dévotion, the second from a 
sensé oï duty — that the more perilous the order was, the 
tnore clearly honor called them to obey. 

ïhe discussion, as always happens in such circum- 
stances, began to degenerate into a pretty sharp alterca- 
biou, when they heard the steps of two persons raountiug 
bhe stairs. As the three who had appointed a meeting at 
D'HarmentaPs were ail assembled, Brigand, who with his 
3ar always on the alert had heard the sound first, put his 
dnger to his mouth, to impose silence on the disputants. 
They could plainly hear the steps approaching ; then a 
low whispering, as of two persons questioning ; finally, 
the door opened, and gave entrance to a soldier of the 
French Guard and a little grisette. 

The guardsmau was the Baron de Valef. 

As to the grisette, she threw ofiF the black veil which 
hid lier face, and they recognized Madame du Maine. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

MAN PROPOSES. 

" YouR Highness hère ! your Highness at my lodging ! " 
cried D'Harmeiital. " What hâve I done to inerit such 
an honor 1 " 

" The hour is corne, Chevalier," said the duchess, " when 
it is right that we should show those whoin we esteem the 
opinion we hold of their merits. It shall never be said 
that the friends of Madame du Maine expose themselves 
for her, and that she does not expose hereelf with them. 
Thank God, I am the granddaughter of the great Condé, 
and I feel that I am worthy of ray ancestor." 

**Your Highness is most welcome," said Pompadour; 
" for your arrivai will relie ve us of a serions embarrass- 
nient. Decided, as we were, to obey your ordere, we 
nevertheless hesitated at the idea of the danger incurred 
by an assembly at the Arsenal at such a moment as the 
présent, when the police had their eyes upon it." 

" And I thought with you, Marquis ; so instead of 
waiting for you, I resolved to corne and seek you. The 
baron accompanied me. I went to the bouse of the 
Comtesse de Chavigny, a friend of De Launay, who lives 
in the Rue du Mail. We had clothes brought there ; and 
as we were only a few steps off, we came hère on foot, and 
hère we are. On ray honor, Messire Voyer d'Argenson 
would be clever indeed if he recognized us in this 
disguise." 
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"I see with pleasure," said Malezieux, "that your 
Highness is not cast down by the éventa of this horrible 
day." 

" Cast down ! I, Malezieux ! I hope you know me too 
well to hâve feared it for a single instant. Cast down ! 
On the contrary, I never felt more vigor, or more déter- 
mination. Oh, if I only were a man I " 

" Let your Highness command," said D'Harmental, 
" and everything that you could do if you yourself could 
actjwe wîll do, — we, who stand in your stead." 

** No, no ; it is impoi'sible that any other should do what 
J should hâve done." 

*' Nothing is impossible, Madame, to ûve men as 
devoted as we are. Moreover, our interest demands a 
prompt and energetic course of action. It is not reason- 
able to believe that the régent will stop at the point he 
has reached. The day after to-morrow — to-morrow — 
this evening, perhaps — we shall ail be arrested. Dubois 
gives out that the paper which he saved from the fiâmes 
at the Prince de Cellamare's is nothing less than the list of 
the conspirators. In that case, he knows ail our names. 
We bave, then, at this very moment a sword hanging over 
each of our heads. Do not let us wait till the thread 
which suspends it snaps ; let us seize it, and strike ! " 

" Strike ! What, where, and how î ** asked Brigand. 
" That abominable parliament has destroyed ail our 
schemes. Hâve we measures taken, or a plot made out?" 

" The best plan which has been conceived," said Pompa- 
dour, " and the one which ofFered the greatest chance of 
success, was the first ; as is proved by the fact that but for 
an unheard-of circumstance which intervened to defeat it, 
it would hâve succeeded." 

" Well, if the plan was good then, it is so still," said 
Valef; "let us return to it ! ". 
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" Yes, but in failing," said Malezieux, " this plan put 
the régent on his guard." 

" On the coutrary," said Pompadour, " in conséquence 
of that very failure, it will be supposed that we hâve 
abaudoned it.'' 

" And the proof is/' said Valef, " that tlie régent, on 
this head, takes fewer précautions than ever. For 
example : sîuce bis daughter, Mademoiselle de Chartres^ 
bas become Abbess of Chelles, he goes to see her every 
week ; and he goes through the Bois de Vincenues without 
guardsy with only a coachman and two lackeys, and that 
at eight or nine o'clock at night." 

"And wliat day does he pay this visit î " asked 
Brigand. 

« Wednesday." 

" Weduesday 1 that is to-morrow," said the duchess. 

" Brigand," said Valef, " bave y ou still the passport foi 
Spainî" 

" Yes." 

** And the same facilities for the journey ? " 

** The same. The post-master is with us, and we sball 
bave only to explaiu to him." 

" Well," said Valef, " if her royal Highness will allow 
me, I will to-morrow call together seven or eight friands, 
wrtit for the regeiit in the Bois de Vincennes, carry bim 
ofF, and in three days I am at Pampeluna." 

" An instant, my dear Baron," said D'Harmental. " I 
would observe to you that you are stepping into my shoes, 
and that of right this undertaking belongs to me." 

" You, my dear Chevalier I you bave already done what 
you had to do ; now it is our turn." 

" Not at ail, if you please, Valef. My honor is con- 
cerned in it, for I bave revenge to take. You will tbere- 
fore annoy me infinitely by insisting in the matter." 
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" Ail tliat I can do for you, my dear D'Harmental," 
said Valef, " is to leave it to her Highness's cboice. She 
knows that we are equally devoted to her; let her 
décide." 

" Will you accept my arbiti:ation, Chevalier î *' said the 
duchess. 

" Yes, for I trust to your justice, Madame," said 
D'Harmental. 

" And you are right ; yes, the honor of the undertakmg 
beloiigs to you. I place in your hands the fate of the 
son of Louis XIV., and of the granddaughter of the 
great Condé. I trust entirely to your dévotion and 
courage ; and I hâve the greater hope of your success this 
time because fortune owes you a compensation. To you, 
my dear D'Harmental, ail the péril ; but, also, to you ail 
the honor ! " 

" I accept both with gratitude," said D'Harmental, 
kissing respectfuUy the haud which the duchess offered 
him ; " and to-morrow, at this hour, I shall be dead, or 
the régent will be on the way to Spain." 

"Very good," said Pompadour, "that is what I call 
speaking ; and if you waut any one to give you a helping 
hand, my dear Chevalier, count on me." 

" And on me," said Valef. 

** And are we, then, good for nothing 1 " said Malezieux. 

*• My dear Chancellor," said the duchess, " to each one 
his share. To poets, churchmen, and magistrates, advice ; 
to soldiers, exécution. Chevalier, are you sure of finding 
the men who assisted you before î " 

** I am sure of their chief, at least." 

" When shall you see him î " 

" This evening." 

" At what time î " 

" Directly, if your Highness wishes it." 
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" The sooner the better." 

*' In a qtiarter of an hour I will be with him." 

'* Where can we leam the lesnlt of the interview % " 

" I will coma to your Hî<;hness, wheresoeveryou may be." 

*'Not to the Aisenal," said Brigand; "it is too 
dangerous." 

" Can we not wait hère î " asked the dnchess. 

" I would observe to your Highness," said Brigand, 
'^ that my pupil is a steady fellow, receiving searcel j any 
one, and that a long visit might aronse snspicion." 

** Can we not appoint a meeting where there would be 
no such fear î " asked. Pompadour. 

"Certainly," said the duchess; "at the stone in the 
Champs £!lysées, for instance. Malezieox and I will corne 
tliere in a carnage without livery and withont arms. 
Pompadour, Valef, and Brigaud will meet us there, each 
one separately ; there we will wait for D'Harmental, and 
arrange the final préparations." 

" That will suit well," said D'Harmental, " for my 
man lives in the Rue St. Honore." 

" You know, Chevalier," replied the duchess ; "that you 
may promise as much money as you like." 

" I undertake to fiU the purse," said Brigaud. 

" You will do well, Abbé, for I know who will under- 
take to empty it," said D'Harmental, smiling. 

" Theu ail is agreed," said the duchess. " In an honr, 
in the Champs Élysées." 

Then the duchess, having readjusted her mantle se as 
to hide her face, took Valef s arm and went ont. Male- 
zieux followed at a little distance, taking care not to 
lose sight of her. Brigaud, Pompadour, and D'Harmental 
went ont together, and D*Harraental went directly to the 
Rue St. Honoré. 

Whether by chance or by calculation on the part of 
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the duchess, who appreciated D'Harmental, and uudeTstood 
how fully she might rely upon him, the chevalier found 
himself more than ever put forward in the conspiracy. 
But his honor was engaged ; he had considered himself 
obliged to do what he had done ; and although he fore- 
saw the terrible conséquences of the step which he was 
about to take, he went boldly forward, resolved to sacrifice 
everything, even his life and his love, to the fulfilment of 
lus promise. 

He presented himself at La Fillon's with the same tran- 
quillity and resolution as before, although many things 
were altered in his life since then ; and having been, as 
before, received by the mistress of the house in person, he 
inquired if Captain Roquefinette were visible. 

Without doubt La Fillon had expected a much less 
moral demand ; for on recognizing D'Harmental, she could 
not repress a movement of surprise. Nevertheless, as if 
she were still in doubt as to his identity, she asked if he 
was not the same person who two months before had 
corne there to inquire for the captain. D'Harmental, who 
thought that the previous visit would be to his advantage 
in overcoming obstacles, should any arise, replied in the 
affirmative. Nor was his conjecture at fault. La Fillon, as 
soon as she was informed on this point, called to her a sort 
of Marton, of quite élégant appearance, and directed her 
to conduct the chevalier to chamber No. 72 in the fifth 
story. The girl obeyed, took a candie, and ascended the 
stairs, assuming meanwhile ail the affectations of a sou- 
brette of Marivaux. D'Harmental foUowed her, This 
time no joyous song gnided him in his ascent; ail was 
silent in the house. The serions events of the day doubt- 
less had kept away from their usual rendezvous the patrons 
of the captain 's worthy hostess ; and as the chevalier him- 
self had his mind directed at that moment to grave mat- 
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ters, he mounted the six flights without paying the least 
attention to the affectations of his conductress, who ou 
arriving at No. 72 turned to him and asked with a gracions 
smile if he was not mistaken, and if it was really the 
captain whom he wished to see. 

For an answer the chevalier knocked on the door. 

" Enter," said Roquefiuette, with his strong bass voice. 

The chevalier slipped a louis into the hand of his guide, 
opened the door, and went in. 

The same change was observable in the interior as in the 
exterior. Roquefiuette was not found sitting, as on the 
former occasion, among the débris of a feast, surrounded 
by slaves, and smoking his long pipe. He was alone in a 
little dark attic, lighted by a single candie, which, nearly 
burnt out, gave more smoke than flame, and whose flicker- 
ing light imparted a fautastic expression to the harsh face 
of the brave captain, who was standing leaning against 
the chimney-piece. 

" Ah ! " said Roquefinette, in a slightly ironical toue, 
**it is yon. Chevalier î I expected you." 

" You expected me, Captain ? And what induced. you 
to doso?" 

**Events, Chevalier, events." 

" What do you mean ? " 

" I mean tliat you thought you could make open war, 
and consequently you put poor Captain Roquefinette aside 
as a bandit, who is good for nothing but a nocturnal blow 
at a street corner, or in a wood. You wanted to set up 
again your little League, to reopen your little Fronde, — 
and hère is friend Dubois, who knows ail about it ; hère 
are the peers on whom you counted going back on you ; 
hère is parliament saying, * Yes,* instead of saying, * No.' 
Now you come back to the captain. My dear Captain 
here I my good Captain there ! Is not this exactly what 
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has happened, Chevalier î Well, hère is the captaînj 
what do you want of him î Speak." 

"Really, my dear Captain/' said D'Harmental, not 
knowing exactly how to take this speech, *' there is some 
truth in what you say. Only you are mistaken if you 
think we had forgotten you. If our plan had succeeded, 
you would hâve had proof of my good memory, and I 
should hâve corne to offer you my crédit, as I now corne 
to ask your assistance." 

**Hum!" said the captain, shaking his head; ''for 
the last three days, while T hâve inhabited this new apart- 
nient, I hâve made many reflections on the vanity of 
human affairs, and hâve more than once felt inclined to 
retire altogether from thèse enterprises, or, if I did under- 
take one, to take care that it should be sufficiently brilliant 
to insure my future." 

** Well, what I corne to propose to you is just what you 
want. Without preamble, it is — " 

** Is whati " asked the captain, who, seeing D'Harmen- 
tal stop and look around uneasily, had waited two or three 
seconds for the conclusion of the sentence. 

" Pardon, Captai», but I thought — *' 

" What did you think. Chevalier ?" 

"I thought I heard steps, — a sort of creaking in the 
wall." 

" Ah î " said the captain, " there are not a few rats in 
this establishment, 1 can tell you." 

'* Yes, that is it ; I am mistaken,'* said D'Harmental. 
" Well, my dear Roquefinette, we wish to profit by the 
regent's returning unguarded from Chelles, to carry him 
ofF, and take him to Spain." 

*' Pardon j but before going any further. Chevalier," said 
Roquefinette, " I must warn you that this is a new treaty, 
and that every new treaty implies new conditions." 
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*' No need of discussions on that point, Captain. You 
shall yourself name the conditions; but can you still 
dispose of your men î " 

" I can." 

" Will they be ready at two o'clock to-morrow î " 

« They will." 

" That is ail that is necessary." 

" Pardon ; something else is necessary, — money to buy 
a liorse and arms." 

"There are a hundred louis in that purse ; take 
it" 

*' It is well ; you shall bave an account of it." 

" Then to-morrow, at my bouse, at two o'clock." 

" Agreed." 

" Adieu, Captain." 

" Au revoir, Chevalier. You will not be surprised if I 
am somewbat exactingî" 

" I want you to be so. You know that last time I 
complained only of your being too inodest." 

" Good ! " said the captain ; ** you are a gênerons fellow. 
Let rae light you ; it would be a pity that a brave man 
like you should break bis neck." 

And the captain took the candie, wbich, now burnt 
down to the paper, threw a splendid light over the stair- 
case, and D*Harmental descended without accident. On 
reaching the last step, be repeated to the captain a request 
that be would be punctual ; and the captain proniised 
emphatically that be would. 

D'Harmental had not forgotten that Madame du Maine 
waited with anxiety for the resuit of the interview. He 
did not trouble himself, therefore, about what had become 
of La Fillon, whom he did not see on leaving ; and having 
gone down the Rue des Feuillans, he passed along the 
Champs Elysées, which at that hour was almost coin- 
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îletely desertecL Having arrived at the stone, he noticed 
i carrîage standing on the opposite side of tlie road, while 
iwo men were walking at a little distance from it in a 
îross-road. He approacbed the carriage; a woman, see- 
ng him, pnt her head impatieutly out of the wiudow. 
rhe chevalier recognized Madame du Maine; Malezieux 
md Valef were with her. As to the two out walking, — 
«rho, on seeing D'Harmental, eagerly approached the car- 
nage, — it is needless to say that they were Brigand and 
Puinpadour. 

The chevalier, without naming Roquefinette, or enlarg- 
ng on the character of the illustrions captain, told them 
in a few words what had taken place. This récital was 
jvelcomed by a gênerai exclamation of joy. The duchess 
^ave D'Harmental her hand to kiss ; the men pressed hia. 
[t was agreed that the next day at two o'clock, the duch- 
3SS, Pompadour, Laval, Valef, Malezieux, and Brigaud 
should nieet at the résidence of D*Avranches's mother, 
No. 15 Faubourg St. Antoine, and that they should 
there await the event. This was to be announced to them 
by D*Avranches himself, who at three o'clock was to be 
at the Barrière du Trône with two horses, — one for himself, 
the other for the chevalier. He was to follow D'Harmental 
\t a distance, and return to announce what had taken 
place. Five other horses, saddled and bridled, were to 
be ready in the stables of the house in the Faubourg 
St. Antoine, so that the conspira tors might fly at once in 
case of the chevalier's failure. 

Thèse plans settled, the duchass forced the chevalier to 
seat himself beside her. The duchess wished to drive him 
home ; but he told her that the appearance of a carriage at 
Madame Denis's door would produce too much sensation, 
Eind that, âattering as it would be to him, it would be too 
dangerous for ail. In conséquence, the duchess set D'Har- 

28 
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mental down in the Place des Victoires, after repeatedlj 
expressing her gratitude for his dévotion. 

It was ten o'clock in the eveuiug. D'Harmeutal liad 
scarcely seen Bathilde during the day ; he wisbed to see 
her again. He was sure to find her at her window ; but 
that was not sufficient, for what he had to say was too 
serious and too private to be thrown in that way from 
oue side of the street to the other. He was thinking 
under what pretext he could présent himself to Bathilde 
at so late an bour, when he thought he saw a womau 
at the door of her bouse. He advanced and recognized 
Nanette. 

Nanette was there by Bathilde's order. The poor girl 
was in a state of distressing anxiety. Buvat had not 
returned. Ail tbe eveniug she had remained at the win- 
dow to watch for D'Harmeutal, but had not seen him. 
As sbe recurred to the vague ideas which had entered her 
mind in the night on which tbe cbevnlier had attempted 
to carry off the regeut, it seemed to her that there must 
be some connection between Buvat*s strange disappear^ 
ance and the melancholy which she had remarked the 
day before in D'Harmental's face. Nanette was waiting 
at the door for Buvat and the chevalier. The chevalier 
had returned ; Nanette remained to wait for Buvat, and 
D'Harmental went up to Bathilde. 

Bathilde had heard and recognized his step, and ran to 
open the door. At the first glance she noticed tbe pen- 
sive expression of his face. '*0h, mon Dieu/ Kaoull" 
she exclaimed, drawing tbe young man into her room and 
closing the door behind him, "bas anything happened to 
you 1 " 

*' Bathilde," said D'Harmental, with a melancholy 
sniile, ** you bave often told me that there is in me some- 
tbiiig unknowu and mysterious, which frightens you." 



436 LE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL. 

love to offer to you, that love is youia, — profound, nnal- 
terable, etemaL Bathilde, a first kiss to your hu&band." 
The two lovera fell into each otber's arms, and exchanged 
their first kiss while they renewed their vows. 

When D'Hannental lefb Bathilde» Buvat had not re- 
turned. 
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told her that tho secret she asked did not belong to him- 
self, and she desisted. 

An hour after D'HarmentaFs arrivai Nanette appeaied 
with an expression of consternation on her face. She 
came from the library; Buvat had not been there, and 
no one had heard anything of him. Bathilde could con- 
tain herself no longer; she fell into Eaoul's arms, and 
burst into tears. 

Tben Eaoul confessed to her his fears that the papers 
which the pretended Prince de Listhnay had given Buvat 
to copy were papers of the greatest political importance. 
Buvat had perhaps been compromised and arrested. But 
Buvat had nothing to fear ; the passive part which he had 
played in this afFair did not endanger him in the least. 

Bathilde, having feared some much greaftr misfortune, 
eageriy seized on this idea, which left her at least some 
hope. She did not confess to herself that the greater 
part of her uneasiness was not for Buvat, and that ail 
tlie tears she had shed were not for the absent. 

When D'Harmental was near Bathilde, time appeared 
to fly ; he thought he had been with her a few minutes 
only, when the clock struck half-past one. Remember- 
ing that at two o'clock he had to arrange his new treaty 
with Roquefi nette, he rose to go. Bathilde turued pale. 
D'Harmental, to reassure her, promised to come to her 
again after the departure of the person he expected, and 
for whom he was obliged to leave her. That promise 
somewhat tranquillized the poor ohild, who tried to smile 
when she saw what deep impression her sadness made on 
Raoul. Twenty times they renewed the vows of the pre- 
vious night, and twenty times promised to be devoted to 
each other. They parted sorrowfully, but trusting in 
each other, and sure of their mutual love. Besides, as we 
bave said, they thought they were parting for only an hour. 
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at a given place in the Bois de Vincennes at ûve o'clock. 
Then only I explain to them for what they are wanted. 
I again distribute money, put myself at the head of my 
squadron, and we strike the blow, — sapposing that yon 
and I agrée on the conditions." 

"Well, thèse conditions, Captain," said D'Harmental, 
^* let us discnss them. I think I hâve arranged so that 
you will be satisfied with those that I propose to you." 

" Let us hear thera," said Roquefinette, sitting down 
by the t^ble. 

" First, double the sum you received last time," said 
the chevalier. 

" Ah ! " said Roquefinette, " I do not care for money." 

" What ! you do not care for money, Captainî" 

" Not the least in the world." 

" What do you care for, then 1 " 

" A position." 

" What do you mean î " 

"I mean. Chevalier, that every day I am four and 
twenty hours older, and that with âge comes philosophy." 

" Well, Captain," said D'Harmental, who now began to 
be seriously uneasy, "what is the ambition of your 
philosophy î " 

"I bave told you, Chevalier. A position suitable to 
my long services, — not in France, you understand. In 
France I hâve too many enemies, beginning with the 
lieutenant of police ; but in Spain, for instance. Ah, 
that would suit me well. A fine country, beautiful 
women, plenty of doubloonsl Decidedly, I should lîke 
a rank in Spain." 

"The thing is possible; it dépends on the rank you 
désire." 

" Well, you know, Chevalier, when one is wishing, it is 
as well to wish for something worth the trouble." 
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gain with him ! Fie, Chevalier ! What the devil ! joa 
understandy — demands increase ¥rith the services to be 
reiidered. I am now an important penonage. Treat me 
as such, or I put niy hands in mj pocketa^ and leave 
Dubois to do as he likes/' 

D'Harmental bit bis lips, bat he nndeistood that he 
had to treat with a man who was accnstomed to sell his 
services as dear as possible ; and as what the captain said 
of their necessity was literally true, he restrained his 
impatience and his prîde. 

" So, then," replied D'Harmental, " you wish to be a 
colonelî" 

" That is my idea." 

" But suppose I make you tbis promise, who can answer 
that I hâve influence enough to ratify it î '* 

" And therefore^ Chevalier, I reckon on managing my 
little affaira myself." 

"Wherer' 

"At Madrid." 

" Who told you that I shall take you thereî" 

" I do not know if you will take me there ; but I know 
that I shall go there." 

" You, to Madrid ! What for î " 

" To convey the régent." 

" You are raad I " 

" Corne, corne, Chevalier, no bîg words. You ask my 
conditions; I tell them to you. They do not suit you. 
Good-evening. We are not the worse friends for that." 
And Roquefinette rose, took his hat, and was going toward 
the door. 

"What I are you going 1" said D'Harmental. 

"Certainly.'' 

** But you forget, Captain — " 

" Ah I it is true," said Roquefinette, intentionally mis- 
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you please, tbat Captain Roqaefinette is a traiter 1 Where 
are the agreements which I hâve made and not keptt 
Where are the secrets which I bave divulged? I, a 
traiter ! Oood heavens. Chevalier, it was onlj the daj 
before yesterday that I was offered my weigbt in gold to 
betray you, and I refused! No, no! Yesterday you 
came and asked me to aid you a second tinie. I told yon 
that I was ready, but on new conditions. Well, I hâve 
just told you those conditions. Aocept them or refase 
them. Where do you see treason in ail this]" 

'' And if I were weak enough to accept thèse conditions, 
Monsieur, do you imagine that the confidence which her 
royal Highness the Duchesse du Maine reposes in the 
Chevalier d'Harmental can be transferred to Captain 
Roquefinetter* 

'' What the devil bas the Duchesse du Maine to do with 
ail thifll You undertake a pièce of business; there are 
material hindrances in the way of your executing it your- 
self; you hand it over to me, — that is ail." 

" That is to say," anawered D'Harmental, shaking bis 
head, " that you wish to be free to loose the régent, if the 
régent offers you, for leaving him in France, twice as 
muoh as I offer you for taking him to Spain." 

" Perhaps," replied Roquefinette. 

'' Hearken, Captain," said D'Harmental, making a new 
effort to retain bis sang-froid^ and endeavoring to renew 
the negotiations, " I will give you twenty thousand francs 
down." 

" Trash I " answered the captain. 

" I will take you with me to Spain." 

'* Fiddlesticks ! " said the captain. 

" And I engage on my honor to obtain you a régiment." 

Roquefinette began to hum a tune. 

'^Take care/' said D'Harmental, <'it is more dangerous 
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long as it is, you see tbat I am placed ao that I cannot 
make a step to avoid it." 

" VVhat do you think of that, my dear 1 " said the cap- 
tain, addressing his blade. 

^'It thinks that you are a coward, Captain," criefd 
D'Harmental, " siuce it is uecessary to stiike you in the 
face to make you fight." And with a movement as quick 
U3 lightning, D*Harmental eut the captain across the face 
with his rapier, leaving on the cheek a long blue mark 
like the mark of a whip. 

Koquefinette gave a cry which might hâve been taken 
for the roariug of a lion, and bounding back a step, placed 
hiniself on guard, his sword in his hand. Then began 
betweeu thèse two men a duel, terrible, furious, silent, 
for both were inteut ou their work, and each understood 
wliat sort of an adversary he had to contend with. By a 
réaction very easy to be understood, it was now D'Har- 
nientiU wlio was calm, and Eoqueiinette who was excited. 
Every instant he menaced D'Harmental with his long 
sword ; but the frail rapier foUowed it as iron foUows the 
loadstone, twisting round it like a viper. At the end of 
about five minutes the chevalier had not made a single 
lunge, but had parried ail those of his adversary. At 
last, ou a more rapid thrust than the others, he came toc 
late to parry, and felt the point of his adversary*s sword 
at his bi*east. At the same time a red spot spread from 
the chevalier*s shirt to bis lace frill. D'Harmental saw it, 
and with a spring engaged so near to Roque6 nette that 
the liilta touched. The captain instantly perceived the 
disadvantage of his long sword in snch a position ; a 
tlirust '*sur les armes," and he was lost. He made a 
spring backward, his foot slipped on the newly waxed floor, 
and his sword-hand rose in spite of himself. By a natural 
movement D'Harmental took advantage of it» lunged 
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searcbed the pockets of the corpse, one after anotber ; but 
the only papers he found were two or tbree old bills of 
fare, and a love-letter from La Normande. 

Tben as be had uotbing more to do in that room, he 
fiUed bis pockets witb gold and notes, closed tbe door 
after bim, descended tbe staîrs rapidly, leaped upon tbe 
impatient borse, set off at a gallop toward tbe Hue 
Gros-Cbenet, and disappeared round tbe angle neai-est 
to tbe Boulevard. 
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It will be remembered that Buvat, driven by fear of 
torture to the révélation of the coiispiracy, had been 
forced by Dubois to make every day, at his liouse, a 
copy of the documents which the pretended Prince de 
Listhnay had given him. It was thus that the minister 
ot* the régent had successively learned ail the projects of 
the conspirators, which he had defeated by the arrest of 
Maréchal de Villeroy, and by the convocation of parliament. 

Monday moruing Buvat had arrived as usual with new 
packages of papers which D'Avranches had given him the 
day before. They comprised a manifesto prepared by 
Malezieux and Pompadour, and letters from the chief 
noblemen of Bretagne, who, as we hâve seen, supported 
the conspiracy. Buvat applied himself to his work with 
his usual diligence; but about four o'clock, as he rose 
and took his hat in one hand and his cane in the other, 
Dubois came in and învited him to go up with him to a 
little room above that where he had been working, and 
having arrived there, asked him what he thought of the 
apartment. Flattered by this déférence of the prime min- 
ister to his judgment, Buvat hastened to reply that he 
thought it very pleasant. 

" So much the better," answered Dubois ; " and I am 
very glad that it is to your taste, for it is yours." 

" Mine I " crîed Buvat, astonished. 

'^Oertainly; is it astonishing that I should wish to 
hâve under m y hand, or rather under my eyes, a person- 
age as important as yourselfî" 

*•' But," asked Buvat, " am I then going to live in the 
Palais Royal r' 

"For some days, at any rate," answered Dubois. 

'' Monseigneur, let me at least inform Bathilde." 

''That is just the thing to be prevented; Bathilde 
must not be informed." 
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nated in theîr prisons, and he rose, tiembling, and lan to 
the wiudow. The coart and gardiens of ihe Palais Royal 
were full of people the gallenes began to be îllaminated ; 
the whole scène was fnll of morement, gayetj, and Kght 
He beaved a pr^>foand sigh, thînking thai perbaps be 
must soon bid adiea to that worid of life and activity. 
At tbat instant the door waa opened ; Bavât tnmed ronnd, 
Hliuddering, and saw two tall footmen in led lirery bring- 
ing in a well-snpplied table. The metallic noise whicb 
bad 80 much disturbed him had been the clattering of the 
silver plate» and dishes. 

Buvat'd first impulse was to give thanks to God that 
a danger ao imminent as that into which he thonght he 
had fallen was transfonued into a situation apparently so 
tolerablft ; but almost immediately the idea occnired to 
him that the deadly intentions entertained against bim 
were still the same, and that only the mode of their exécu- 
tion was changed. Instead of being assassinated, like 
Jeansans-Peur, or the Duc de Guise, he was to be 
poisoned, like the Dauphin, or the Duc de Burgundy. 
He threw a rapid glance on the two footmen, and thonght 
he observed in them a certain sinister appearance which 
marked them as the agents of a secret vengeance. From 
this instant his détermination was taken ; and in spite of 
the scent of the dishes, which appeared to him only an 
addition al allurement, he refused ail sustenance, sayîng 
majestically that he was neither hungry nor thirsty. 

The lackeys looked at each other knowingly. They 
were sharp fellows, and had understood Buvat's character 
at a glance ; and not understanding how a man shonld 
not be hungry when before a pheasant stuffed with truffles, 
or thirsty before a bottle of chambertin, they had pêne- 
trated the prisoner's fears pretty quîckly. They ex- 
changed a few words in a low tone ; and the bolder of 
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Bourguignon^ aud this is my oomraile Comtois, whose 
tum ùït ileviiiion wili come to-morrow, and who, wheu 
the moment sball bave airived, will uot be behiiidhaud. 
ComUùs, my friend, a slice of that pheasaut, and a glass 
of Champagne. Do you not see that iu order to réassure 
Monsieur oompletely, I must taste everything ) It is a 
seTeie test» I kuow, but wbere would be the merit of 
being an honest luau if ît did not sometimes bring trials 
like the présent! To your bealth. Monsieur Buvat!" 

** Heaven préserve yours. Monsieur Bourguignon ! " 

*'NoWy Comtois, hand me the dessert, so that I may 
leare no doubt on Monsieur Buvat's miud." 

** Monsieur Bourguignon, I beg you to believe tbat if I 
bad any douhts, they are completely dissipated." 

" 2Co, Monsieur, no ; I b^ your pardon, you still bave 
some. ComUùs, my friend, now the bot coffee, very hot ; 
I wish to drink it exactly as Monsieur «rould bave desire<l 
it to be, and I présume it is thus that Monsieur likes it" 

" Bt.nling, Monsieur, boiling,'* answered Buvat, bowing. 

** Ah ! ** siùd Bouiguignon, sipping bis coffee, and raising 
bis eyes ecsUitically to the ceiling, ^ you are right. Mon- 
sieur. It is oi Jy so that coffee is good ; cold, it is a very 
ordinary beverage. This, I may say, is excellent Comtois, 
my friend, receive my compliments ; you wait admirably. 
Xow help me to take away the table. You know there 
is nothiug more unpleasant than the smeU of wines and 
viands to those who are not hungry or thirsty. Mon- 
sieur," continued Bourguignon, stepping toward tbe door, 
which he had kept carefully shut during the repast» and 
wbich he opened while bis companion pushed forward the 
table, — "Monsieur, if you bave need of anythiug, you 
bave three bells, one at the head of your bed, and two at 
the mautel-piece. Those at the mantel-piece are for us, 
that at the bed for your vaUt-de-chambve" 
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proverb, and as he could not dine, to endeayor at least 

to sleep. 

But at the moment of taking thîs lesointîon, Bovat 
found himself assailed by new fears. Could they not 
profit by bis sleep to despatcb him î The night is the 
time of ambusbes. He had often heard bis motber tell 
of beds whicb, by the loweriug of their canopies, suioth- 
ered the unfortunate sleeper ; of beds which sank throagh 
a trap so quietly as not to wake the occupant; finally, 
of secret doors opening in walls and even in fariiiture, to 
give entrance to assassins. This sumptuous dinner, thèse 
rich wines, — had they ntst been sent him to insure a 
sounder sleep 1 AU tins was possible, to say the least ; 
and therefore Buvat, in whom the instinct of self-preser- 
vation was strongly developed, took bis candie, and began 
a most minute investigation. Afber opening the doors 
of ail the cupboards, puUing out ail the drawera of the 
bureaus, and sounding ail the panelling, Buvat had gone 
down on his hands and feet, and was stretching his head 
timidly under the bed, when he thought he heard steps 
behind him. His position was such that he was unable 
to act on the défensive ; he therefore remained motionless, 
and waited with a beating heart. After a few seconds 
of solemn silence, — 

" Pardon," said a voice which made Buvat tremble, 
" but is not Monsieur looking for his night-cap 1 " 

Buvat was discovered ; there was no way of escaping 
the danger, if danger there was. He therefore drew his 
head from under the bed, took his candie, and remaining 
on his knees, as in a humble and beseeching posture, he 
turned toward the individual who had just addressed him, 
and found himself face to face with a man dresse d in 
black, and carrying, folded up on his arm, many articles 
which Buvat thought he recognized as things to wear. 
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This question was so pertinent as a sequel to his dieam 
that Buvat shuddeied from head to ibot at the idea of 
eating the least thiug. He answered with a sort of sup- 
pressed groan, which doubtless seemed to the valet-de- 
chambre to hâve some meaning ; for he immediately 
withdrew, saying that Monsieur was about to be served. 

Buvat was not in the habit of breakfasting in bed, so 
he rose quickly and dressed in haste. He had just fin- 
ished, when Messieurs Bourguignon and Comtois entered, 
bringing the breakfast, as the day before they had brought 
the dinner. 

Then took place a répétition of the scène which we 
hâve before related, with the exception that now it was 
Monsieur Comtois who ate and Monsieur Bourguignon 
who waited ; but when they came to the coffee, and Buvat, 
who had taken nothing for twenty-four hours, saw his 
dearly loved beverage, after having passed from the silver 
cofifëe-pot into the porcelain cup, pass into the mouth of 
Monsieur Comtois, he could hold out no longer, and de- 
clared that his stomach demanded to be amused with 
soraething, and that consequently he desired that they 
would leave him the coffee and a roU. This déclaration 
appeared to disturb the dévotion of Monsieur Comtois, 
who was nevertheless compelled to limit himself to a 
single cup of the odoriferous liquid, the remainder of 
which, together with a roll and the sugar, was placed on 
a little table, while the two scamps carried off the rest 
of the feast, laughing in their sleeves. 

Scarcely was the door closed, when Buvat darted toward 
the little table, and without even waiting to dip one into 
the other, ate the bread and drank the coffee ; then, a little 
comforted by that repast, insufi&cient as it was, he began 
to look at things in a less sinister light. 

In truth, Buvat was not wanting in a certain good 
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ing. Moreover, his stomach, appeased by the coffee and 
the roll, imposed ou him only that slight measure of 
appetite which when one is sure of a good dinner is but 
an additional source of pleasure. Add to ail this the par- 
ticularly cheerful view which the prisouer bad from his 
window, and it will be easily understood that he passed 
the hours till one o*clock without an excess of grief or 
of ennui. 

Exactly at one o'clock the door opened, and the table 
re-appeared, ready laid, and brought, as on the day before 
and that morning, by the two valets. But this time it was 
neither Monsieur Bourguignon nor Monsieur Comtois who 
sat down to it. Buvat declared himself perfectly reas- 
sured conceruiug the intentions of his august host ; he 
thauked Messieurs Comtois and Bourguignon for the dé- 
votion of which each in turn had given him a proof, and 
begged them to wait upon him in their turn. The two 
servants made wry faces, but obeyed. 

It will be understood that the happy disposition in 
which Buvat uow was becaine more béatifie under the 
influence of a good dinner. Buvat ate from ail the dishe», 
drauk of ail the wines, and at last, having slowly imbibed a 
cup of coffee, — a luxury in which he was wont to indulge 
only on Sundays, — and having swallowed on the top of 
the Arabian nectar a glass of Madame Anfoux's liqueur, 
he was, it must be confessed, in a state bordering upon 
ecstasy. 

That evening the supper was equally successful ; but as 
Buvat abandoned himself rather more freely than at din- 
ner to the consumption of chambertin and sillery, about 
eight o'clock in the evening he found himself in a state of 
contentment impossible to describe. The conséquence 
was that when the vcdet-de-chambre entered, instead of 
finding him, as on the evening before, on his hands and 
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from his pocket his penknife, wliich never left him, eut 
hia pen with the greatest care, and hegan, in his finest 
writing, a most touching i-equest tlmt if his captivit}" was 
to be prolongée!, Bathilde might be sent for or at least 
that she might be informed that except his liberty he 
was in want of nothing, thanks to the kindness of Mon> 
seigneur the prime minister 

This request, to the caligraphy of which Bnvat had de- 
voted -no little care, and whose capital letters represented 
différent plants, trees, or animais, occupied the worthy 
writer from breakfast till dinner. On sitting down to 
table, he gave the note to Bourguignon, who charged himself 
with carrying it to the prime minister, sajûng that Comtois 
would wait during his absence. In a quarter of an hour 
Bourguignon returned, and informed Buvat that Mon- 
seigneur had gone ont, but that in his absence the péti- 
tion had been given to the person who aided him in his 
public afFairs, and that person had requested that Monsieur 
Buvat would come and see him as soon as he had finished 
his dinner, but hoped that Monsieur would not in any 
degree hurry himself, sînce he who made the request was 
himself at dinner. In accordance with this permission, 
Buvat took his time, feasted on the best cookery, imbibed 
the most gênerons wines, sipped his coffee, played with 
his glass of liqueur/ and then — the last opération com- 
pleted — declared in a resolute tone that he was ready to 
appear before the substitute of the prime minister. 

The sentinel had received orders to let him pass ; and 
Buvat, conducted by Bourguignon, passed proudly by 
him. For some time they folio wed a long corridor, then 
descended a staircase ; at last the footman opeued a door 
and announced Monsieur Buvat. 

Buvat found himself in a sort of laboratory, situated on 
the ground-tioor, in the présence of a man from forty to 
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^ Oh, but somethîng neor the mark ; calculate £rom 
memory." 

" To five thousand thiee handied and odd francs, besldes 
the fractions in sous and deniers." 

" And you wish for payment, Monsieur Buvat ? " 

" I do not deny it, Monsieur ; it would give me great 
pleasure." 

" And is this ail you ask î " 

" Ail." 

" But do you not ask anything for the service which 
you hâve just rendered France î" 

" Indoedy Monsieur, I should like permission to inform 
my ward Bathilde, who must be very anxious by reason 
of my absence, that she may be easy ou my account, and 
that I am a pnsoner at the Palais RoyaL I would also 
ask — if it would not be imposing upon your kindness 
too much — that she might be allowed to pay me a little 
visit ; but if this second request is indiscreet, I will con- 
fine myself to the first." 

" We will do better than that. Monsieur Buvat. The 
causes for whicb you were retained exist no more, and we 
are going to set you at liberty ; so you can go yourself to 
carry the news to Bathilde." 

" What, Monsieur, what ! " cried Buvat ; " am I, then, 
no longer a prisonerî" 

" You can go when you like." 

" Monsieur, I ara your very humble servant, and I bave 
the honor of presenting you my respects.'* 

" Pardon, Monsieur Buvat, one word more." 

" Two, Monsieur." 

" I repeat to you that France is under obligations to 
you, which she will acquit. Write, then, to the régent ; 
inform him of what is due to you ; show him your situa- 
tion ; and if you bave a particular désire for anything, 
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" Oh' mon Dieu I mon Dieu I Little father, bave yoii 
lost your wits 9 *' cried Batbilde, terriûed. 

*' No ; but there has been enougb to make me ciazy, if 
I bad not had a pretty strong head." 

** But, I beg of you, explain yourself ! *' 

" You must ktiow, tben, that there was a conspiiacy 
against tbe régent" 

"Oh, «10» Dieu/** 

" And that I was iu it." 

"Youî" 

" Yes, T, — without being in it, that is to aay. You 
know that Prince de Listbnayî" 

"Wellî" 

" A sham prince, my child, — a sham prince ! " 

" But the copies which you made for him t " 

" Manifestoes, proclamations, incendiary papers, a gên- 
erai revolt, Brittany, Normandy, the Statea-General, King 
of Spain ; and ît is I who discovered ail that." 

" You î ** cried Batbilde, horrified. 

" Yes, I ; and the régent bas calied me the savior of 
France, — me, — and is going to pay me my arrears." 

"My father, my fatber, you talk of conspirators ; do 
you remember the names of any of theraî" 

" First, Monsieur le Duc du Maine ; fancy that misér- 
able bastard conspiring against a man like Monseipcneur 
the Régent I Then a Comte de Laval, a Marquis de Pom- 
padour, a Baron de Valef, the Prince de Cellamare, tbe 
Abbé Brigand, — that abominable Abbé Brigand ! Think 
of my h&ving copied the list — " 

" My father," said Batbilde, shuddering with f«ar, — " my 
father, among ail those names, did you not see the name — 
the name — of the — Chevalier — Raoul d'Harmental ? " 

"That I did," cried Buvat; "the Chevalier Raoul 
D'Harmentalî Why, be is the head of the conspiracy ! 
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But the régent knows tbem ail ; this very eveiiing they 
will ail be aiTested, and to-morrow hung, drawn, quar- 
tered, broken on the wheel." 

"Oh, misérable, misérable that you are ! " cried Ba- 
tliilde, wringing her hands wildly ; "you hâve killed the 
man whom I love ! But I swear to you, by the memory 
of my mother, that if he dies, I will die also ! " 

And thiuking that she might stîll be in time to warn 
D'Harmental of the danger which threatened him, Ba- 
thilde left Buvat confounded, darted to the door, flew 
down the staircase, cleared the street at two bouuds, 
rushed up the stairs almost without tonching the steps, 
and breathless, terrified, dying, hurled herself against the 
door of D'Harmental's room, which, badly closed by 
the chevalier, yielded before her, exposing to her view 
the body of the captain stretched on the floor, and 
swimming in a sea of blood. 

At this sight, so widely différent from what she expected, 
Bathilde, not thinking that she might perhaps be com- 
promising her lover, sprang toward the door, calling for 
help; but on reaching the threshold, either because her 
strength failed her or because her foot slipped in the 
blood, she fell backward with a terrible cry. , 

On hearing that cry, the neigbbors hastened thither, 
and found that Bathilde had fainted ; her head had 
struck against the edge of the door, and she was badly 
wounded. They carried her to Madame Denis's room, 
and the good woman hastened to ofFer her hospitality. 

As to Captain Roquefi nette, as he had torn off, to light 
his pipe, the address of the letter which he had in bis 
pocket, and as there was no other paper on his person 
indicating his narae or résidence, they carried his body to 
tlie Morgue, where, three days afterward, it was recognized 
by La Normande. 
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CHAPTEE XLI. 

GOD DISPOSES. 

D'Hârmental, as we bave seen, had set ofif at a gallop, 
feeliug that he had uot au instant to lose in bringiiig 
about the changes which the death of Captain Roque- 
finette rendered necessary in his bazardons enterprise. 
In the hope of recognizing by some eign the individuak 
wbo were designed to play the part of assistants in this 
great drama, be followed the boulevards as far as the 
Porte St. Martin, and having arrived there, turned to 
the left, and was in the inidst of the borse-niarket. It 
was there, it will be remembered, that the twelve or fifteen 
shcim peasants enlisted by Roquefinette waited the orders 
of their chief. 

But as the unfortunate captain had said, there was no 
spécial token which could designate to the eye of a 
stranger those mysterious men, dressed as they were like 
ail the rest, and scarcely known even to one anotber. 
D'Harmeutal therefore sought vainly; ail the faces were 
unknown to him ; buyers and sellers appeared equàlly in- 
diffèrent to everything except the bargains which they 
were concluding. Twice or thrice, having approaohed 
persons whom he fancied he recognized as pretended bar- 
gainers, he went away without even speaking to them, so 
great was the probability that among the five or six hun- 
dred individuals who were on the ground, he would niake 
Bome niistake which might be not ouly nseless, but even 
dangerous. 
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The situation was pitiable. D'Harmental unquestion- 
ably had there, ready to bis hand, ail the means necessary 
to the successtul accomplishment of his purpose ; but in 
killing the captaiu, he had broken with his own hand the 
thread which sliould bave served him as a clew to them, 
and the Connecting huk broken, the whole chain had 
become useless. 

D'Harmental bit his lips till the blood came, and wan- 
dered to and fro from end to end of the market, still 
hoping that sonio unforeseen eveiit would get him ont of 
his difficulty. But time went on ; the market presented 
the same aspect ; no one spoke to him ; and two peasants, 
to whom in his despair he had addressed a few ambiguous 
words, had opened their eyes and mouths in such pro- 
fouud astonishment that he had instantly broken oïï the 
conversation, convinced that he was mistaken. 

Five o'clock struck. At eight or nine the régent would 
return from Chelles. There was therefore no time to be 
lost, particularly as this ambuscade was the last resource 
for the conspirators, who might be arrested at any moment, 
and who staked their remaining hopes on this last throw. 
D'Harmental did not conceal from himself the difficulties 
of the situation. He had claimed for himself the honor 
of the enterprise ; on him therefore rested ail the respon- 
sibility, and that responsibility was terrible. On the 
other hand, he found himself in one of those situations 
where courage is useless, where human will shatters itself 
against an impossibility, and where the last chance is to 
confoss one's weakness, and ask aid from those who expect 
it of us. But D'Harmental was a man of détermination ; 
his resolution was soon formed. He took a last turn 
round the market to see if some conspirator would not 
betray himself by his impatience ; but seeing that ail 
faces retained their expression of unconcern, he put his 
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hoTse to a gallop, rode down the boolevards» gained the 
Faubourg St. Antoine, dismounted at No. 15, weiit up 
the staircase, opened the door of a little room, and fonnd 
himself in the présence of Madame du Maine, Laval, Vale^ 
Pompadour, Malezîeux, and Brigaud. They ail uttered 
cries of astonishment on seeing him. 

D'Harmental related everything, — the demanda of 
Roquefinette, the discussion which had followed, the duel 
which had terminated that discussion. He opened his 
cloak and showed hîs shirt saturated with blood ; then he 
passed to the hopes which he had entertained of recog- 
nizing the sham peasants, and putting himself at tbeîr 
head in place of the captain. He described the failure of 
his hopes and his futile investigations in the horse-market, 
and wound up by an aj>peal to Laval, Pompadour, and 
Valef, who answered that they were ready to follow the 
chevalier to the end of the earth, and to obey his orders. 

Nothing was lost, then. Four resolute men, acting on 
their own account, were well worth twelve or fifteen hired 
vagabonds, who were uot influenced by any raotive be- 
yond that of gaining each some hundred louis. The horses 
were ready in the stable; every one had corne arined. 
D'Avranches had not yet gone, so that the little troop was 
re-enforced by another devoted man. They sent for masks 
of black velvet, so as to hide from the régent as long as 
possible the faces of his abductors, lefk with Madame du 
Maine Malezieux and Brigaud, who were naturally ex- 
cluded from such an expédition, — tlie former by his 
advanced âge, and the latter by his profession, — ap- 
pointed a rendez vous at St. Mandé, and went away, each 
one separately, so as not to arouse suspicions. An bour 
afterward the five frîends were reunited, and ambushed on 
the road to Chelles, between Vincennes and Nogent-sur- 
Marne. 
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Half-past six strnck on the château clock. 

D'Avranches had been in search of information. Tho 
régent had passed at about half-paat three. He had neither 
guards nor suite ; he was in a carriage with four horses, 
managed by two jockeys, and waa preceded by a single 
outrider. There was therefore no résistance to be feared. 
On arresting the prince, they would turn his course toward 
Charenton, where the post-master was, as we bave said, 
devoted to the interest of Madame du Maine ; they would 
take him iuto the courtyard, whose door would close 
upon him, and would force him to enter a travelling- 
carnage, which would be waiting with the postilion in 
his saddle. D'Harmental and Valef would seat them- 
selves by him ; they would start off at a rapid pace ; they 
would cross the Marne at Alfort, the Seine at Villeneuve- 
St.-Georges, reach Grand-Vaux, then Monthéry, and find 
themselves on the road to Spain. If at any of the stations 
where they changed hoi-ses the régent endeavored to call 
ont, D'Harmental and Valef would threaten him ; and if 
he called out in spite of the menaces, they had that famous 
passport to prove that he who claimed assistance was not 
the prince, but only a madman who thought himself the 
régent, and whom they were conducting to his family, 
who lived at Saragossa. AU this was a little dangerous, it 
is true ; but as is well known, thèse are the very enter- 
prises which succeed, the more easily because those against 
whom they are directed are not on guard against them. 

Seven o'clock, eight o'clock, struck successively. D'Har- 
mental and his companions saw with pleasure the nîght 
approaching, and the darkness falling more and more dense 
and black around them ; two or three passing carriages, 
either of the post or of private owners, had already roused 
their expectations, and had pnt them on the elevi in readi- 
ness for the real attack. At half-past eight the night was 
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hésitation, again urged him to start. Buvat obeyed, draw- 
ing out his handkerchief, and wiping his forebead. 

At the door the sentiuel wished to stop Buvat. 

" By the order of his royal Highness Monseigneur the 
Régent, Monsieur is free," said Eavanne. 

The soldier presented arms, and allowed him to pass. 

Buvat thought he should faint ; he felt his legs fail him, 
and leaned against a wall. 

" What is the matter. Monsieur î " asked his guide. 

" Pardon, Monsieur," murraured Buvat ; " but who is the 
person to whom I hâve just had the honor of speakingî" 

" Monseigneur the Régent in person." 

" Not possible I " 

*' Not only possible, but true." 

" What ! it was the régent himself who promîsed to pay 
me my arrears 1 " 

" I don't know what he promîsed you ; but I kuow that 
the person who gave me the order to accompany you was 
the régent." 

" But he told me his name was Philippe.'* 

" Well, it is, — Philippe d'Orléans." 

" That is true, Monsieur, that is true ; Philippe is his 
Christian name. The régent is a brave man, and when I 
reraeraber that there are scoundrels who conspire against 
him, — against a man who has promised to pay me my 
arrears, — why, they deserve to be hanged, ail of thenn ; 
to be broken on the wheel, drawn and quartered, burned 
alive. Don't you think so, Monsieur?" 

" Monsieur," said Ravanne, laughing, " I hâve no opinion 
on matters of such importance. We are at the gâte ; I 
should be happy to accompany you farther, but Mon- 
seigneur leaves in half an hour for the Abbey of Chelles, 
and as he has some orders to give me before his departure, 
I am — to my great regret — obliged to leave you." 
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" AU the regret is on my aide, Monsieur," said'Buvat, 
graciously, and answering by a profound bow to the part- 
ing nod of the young man, who, when Buvat raised his 
head, had already disappeared. ïhis departure left Buvat 
entirely free in his movements ; and taking advantage of 
that fact, he pursued his way down the Place des Victoires 
toward the Rue du Temps-Perdu, round the corner of 
which he turned at the very moment when D'Hannental 
ran his sword through the body of Roquefinette. It was 
at this moment that poor Bathilde — who was far from 
suspecting what was taking place in her neighbor's room 
— had seen her guardian, and had rashed to meet him on 
the stairs, where Buvat and she had met on the third flight. 

"Oh, little father, dear little father," cried Bathilde, 
remounting the staircase with her hand on Buvat's arra, 
and stopping to embrace him at every step, " where hâve 
you been î What bas happened to you î How is it that 
we bave not seen you since Mondayî What uneasiness 
you bave caused us, mon Dieu/ But something extra- 
ordinary must bave occurred 1 " 

" Yes, most extraordinary," answered Buvat. 

"Ah, mon Dieu! tell me abont it, little father. In 
the first place, where do you come fromî" 

" From the Palais Royal." 

" What 1 from the Palais Royal ! and whose guest were 
you at the Palais Royal î " 

" The regenfs." 

" You the regenfs guest ! and what were you doing 
thereî" 

" I was a prisoner." 

" A prisoner I you î " 

" A State prisoner." 

" And why were you a prisoner % " 

" Because I bave saved France." 
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ofit intempil y^i. O j apprasicliiDg the square, D'Harmen- 
tal ÊiDeîed be b«>anJ the neî^liiiig of a hoise^ and a sort oî 
lis^-iot^ of iroD, as when aabies aie diavn hom their 
èiMfsitttis ; but taking h eitlicY for the wiod among the 
leaves or fur some other noîae for whieh he Deed not 
Mop, he eoDtiiiaeii with the aame swiftness, the same 
adieuce, and in the midst of the same ciarkness. 

Bat on arriviiig at the square made by the junctîon of 
the aeveral loads^ lyUarmental saw something stiange, — 
a sort of wall closîng ail the roads tliat œntred there ; 
it was évident that something nnexpected was taking 
pLice. D'Harmental stopped the carriage, and wished to 
go back on the road bj which he had corne ; but a similar 
wall liad closed behind him. Ât that instant he heard the 
voices of Laval and Valef crying, ** We are surronnded ! 
Save joarself ! " And both left the doors, leaped their 
horses over the ditch, darted into the forest, and disap- 
peared among the trees. 

But it was impossible for D'Harmental, who was 
mounted on the postilion's horse, to follow his coni- 
panions. Unable to escape the living wall which he re- 
eognize^l as formed by a body of mosketeeis, he tried to 
break through it, and with his head lowered, and a pi.<tol 
in each hand, spurred bis horse up the nearest road, with- 
ont considering whether it was the right one. He had 
scarcely gone teu steps, however, when a ronsket-ball en- 
tered tlie head of his horse, which fell, entangling D'Har> 
ineiitars leg. Instantly eight or ten cavaliers leaped froni 
their horses and ^prang npon him. He fired one pistol at 
random, and put the other to his head, to blow ont his 
brains ; but he had not tiine, for two mnsketeers seized 
him by the arms, and four others dragged him froni 
beneath the horse. The pretended prince descended from 
the carriage, and turned out to be a valet in disguise; 
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-hey placed D'Harmental with two officers inside the 
iarriage, and harnessed another horse in the place of tlie 
)ne which had been shot. The carriage once more nioved 
'orward, taking a new direction, and escorted by a 
jquadron of musketeers. A quarter of an hour afterward 
[t roUed over a drawbridge ; a heavy door grated upon its 
binges ; and D'Harmental passed under a sombre and 
v^aulted gateway, on the inner side of which an officer in 
the uniform of a colonel was waiting for him; It was 
Monsieur de Launay, the governor of the Bastille. 

If our leaders désire to know how the plot had been 
discovered, they must recall the conversation between 
Dubois and La Fillon, That companion of the prime 
minister, it will be remembered, suspected Eoque6 nette 
of being conoerned in some unlawful enterprise, and had 
denounced him on condition of bis life being spared. A 
few days afterward D'Harmental had corne to lier house, 
and she had recognized him as the young nobleman who 
had held the former conférence with Roquefinette. She 
had consequently mounted the stairs behind him, and 
going into the next room, had heard everything through a 
hole bored in the partition. 

What she had heard was the project for carrying off the 
régent on his return from Chelles. Dubois had been in- 
forraed the sarae evening, and in order to take the con- 
spirators in the act, had put a suit of tho regent's clothes 
on Monsieur Bourguignon, and having surrounded the 
Bois de Vincennes with a régiment of Gray Musketeers, 
besides light-horse and dragoons, had produced the resuit 
we hâve just related. The head of the plot had been 
taken in the act; and as the prime minister knew the 
names of ail the other conspirators, there was little chance 
remaining for them of escape from the meshes of the vast 
net which was hourly closing around them. 
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CHAPTER XLII. 

A PRIME MINISTERES MEMORY. 

"Whbn Bathilde reopened her eyes, she found herself in 
Mademoiselle ïlznilie's room. Mirza was lying on the end 
of the bed ; the two sisters were near her ; and Buvat, 
overcome by grief, was sitting in a corner, his head bowed, 
and his hands resting on his knees. 

At first ail her thoughts were confused, and her sensa- 
tion was one of bodily pain. She raised her haud to her 
head ; the wound was behind the temple. A doctor, who 
had been called in, had arranged the first dressîng, and 
left orders that he was to be sent for if fever declared 
itself. 

Astonished to find herself, on waking from a sleep 
whioh had appeared to her heavy and painful, in bed in 
a strange room, the yonng girl tumed an inquiring glance 
on each person présent ; but Emilie and Athénaa shunned 
her eyes, and Buvat heaved a mournful sigh. Mirza alone 
stretched ont her little head for a caress, Unluckily for 
the coaxing little créature, Bathilde began to recover her 
memory ; the veil which was drawn before the late events 
rose little by little, and soon she began to connect the 
broken threads which would aid her to trace anew the 
course of past occurrences. She recalled the return of 
Buvat ; what he had told her of the conspiracy ; and the 
danger to which D'Harmental was exposed in conséquence 
of the révélation which Buvat had made. Then she 
remembered her hope of being in time to save him, and 
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with what speed she had crossed the street and mounted 
the staircase ; lastly, her entry into Eaours room returned 
to her memory, and uttering a new cry of terror, as if she 
found herself again before the corpse of Eoquefinette, 
" And he," she cried, " what has become of him î " 

No one answered, for neither of the three persons who 
were in the room knew what reply to give ; but Buvat, 
choking with tears, rose and went toward the door. Ba- 
thilde understood tbe grief and remorse expressed in that 
silent withdrawal; she stopped Buvat by a look, and 
extending her arms toward him, " Little father," said she, 
" do you no longer love your poor Bathilde ] " 

" I no longer love you, my darling child ! " cried Buvat, 
falling on bis knees, and kissing her hand, " I love you no 
longer 1 My God I it will be you who will not love me 
now ; and you will be right, for I am a curse to you. I 
ought to bave known that that young man loved you, and 
ought to bave risked ail, suffered ail, rather than — But 
you told me nothing, you had no confidence in me, and 
I, with the beat intentions in the world, only made blun- 
ders. Oh, wretch that I am ! how can you ever forgive 
me ] And if you do not forgive me, how shall I live ? " 

" Little father," cried Bathilde, " little fatber, try at 
least to find out what has become of liim, I implore 
you." 

" Well, my child, well ; I will inquire. Will not you 
forgive me if I bring you good news î If tbe news is 
bad you will hâte me even more, — that will be but just ; 
but you will not die, Bathilde î" 

" Go, go ! " said Bathilde, throwing her arms round bis 
neck, and giving him a kiss in which fifbeen years of 
gratitude struggled witb one day of pain. " Go ; my life 
is in the hands of God. He only can décide whether I 
shall live or die." 



480 LE CHEV-AU^ D^HARMENTAL. 

Biivat under^ooti nothing of ail this biit tb» kias whii^ 
he ha(i reeeirecU It aeemed to Mm that if Batfaiidft yfoa 
vovy much offended with hixxL si» woold uot hoLVB kLasetl 
}nm ; aiid half conaoled, he took hia bat and caney and 
having inqnireti of Madame Denis bow tbe cheyaiier bail 
lieen dreaset), he set ont oa bis aesicb in the dîrwBtânn. 
which D'Harmental liad tak^i» 

It wafl no eaay matter foT a deteetime ao abnple as Bavât 
to trace Rannls proj^sas ; be leamed &om a neigbbor that 
})e h ad been aeen to spring iipon a giay bone whicb bad 
remained some half-honr fastened to tfae shutteiv and tiiat 
he had tumed the corner of tbe Ei» Gkos-CbeneL A 
grocer, who lived at the corner of tbe Eue des JeûnenrSy 
renienihered having aeen a cavalier wboae peraon and boise 
agreed perfectly with tlie deacriptioa givon. by Buvat paas 
hy at fnli gallop ; and, lastiy, a froit-^omaiiy wbo kept a 
little shop at the corner of tdie boalevaids^ awoie posî- 
tively tliat she had seen the man, and that be bad dia^ 
a]^pftared by the Porte St. Dénia. But firom tbia point ail 
the information waa vague, uoaatiaËictory, and unc^rtaîn ; 
flo that after two hours of iiaeleaa inqoiry Bavât retumed 
to Madame Denis's boaae withoiit any more definite 
information to give Batbilcîe tban that, wberever D'Har- 
mental might bave gone, be bad pasaed along tbe Boule- 
vard îk>n ne- Nouvelle. 

Buvat found hia ward mneh agitated During fais 
absence she had grown rapidly worae, and the cnsis fore- 
seen by the doctor ^as iast approacbing. Batbilde's eyes 
were bnrning ; her akin seemed to glow ; her utterances 
were nervously brief. Madame Denis bad jost sent for 
the doctor. 

The poor woman was not withoat her own anxieties ; 
for «orne time abe had suapected that tbe Abbé Brigand 
was involved in aome plot, and what she had jost leamed — 
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hat D'Harmental was not a poor skident, biit a handsome 
olonel — confirmed her conjectures, «noe it was Brigand 
rho had introdnced him to her. This simîlaritj between 
ter owD situation and that of tbe patient had not a little 
îontributed to soften her heart, always kind, toward 
^atbilde. She listened, then, with ei^mess to tbe little 
nformation whîch Buvat had been able to coUect for tbe 
;ufferer, and as it was &ir from being sufiiciently positive 
G calm the patient, she promised, if she heard anytbing 
lerself, to report it at once. 

In tbe mean time the doctor airived. Great as was hb 
îommaml over himself, it was easy to see that he thought 
Batbilde's condition serions. He bled her abundantly, 
)rdered refreshiug drinks, and advised that some one 
diould watch at the bedside. Emilie and Athénaais, who, 
iside from their little absurdîties, were at heart excellent 
^irls^ declared dîrectly that that 'wss their business, and 
bbat they would pass the night with Bathilde alternately. 
Emilie, as the elder, claimed the first watch, which was 
iccorded to her without contest. As to Buvat, since he 
sould not remain in the chamber, and besides, his stifled 
aighs and heary groans could only disturb the patient, 
they begged him to retum home, which he consented 
to do only when Bathilde herself had entreated him. 

The bleeding had somewhat calmed Bathilde, and she 
seemed to feel better. Madame Denis had left the room ; 
Mademoiselle Athénaïs àlso had retired ; Monsieur Boni- 
face, after retuming from the Morgue, where he had been 
to pay a visit to the body of Roquefi nette, had gone up to 
his own room ; and Emilie watched by the fireplace, and 
read a little book which she took from her pocket. Some 
one knocked on the street-door twice, in a manner which 
indicated a degree of agitation on the part of him who 
sought admission. Bathilde started, and raised herself on 
81 
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her elbow. Emilie hurried her book into her pocket, and 
having heard Bathilde's movement, hastened to tbe bed. 
Then could be heard the openÎDg and sbatting of two or 
throe doors ; aud before Emilie had time to say, '* That 
ia not the voice of Monsieur Eaonl, it is the Âbbe Bri- 
gaud/' Bathilde had fallen back ou her pillow. 

An instant afterward Madame Denis half opened the 
door» and in a trembliug voice called Emilie, who went 
out, leaving Bathilde alone. 

Suddenly Bathilde was startlèd ; the abbé was in the 
room next to hers, and she thought that she heard him pro- 
nounce Raoul's name. She now remembered having sev- 
eral times seen the abbé at D'Harmental's rooms ; she knew 
that he was one of the most iutimate friends of Madame 
du Maine. She thought, then, that the abbé must bring 
news of him. Her iirst idea was to slip from the bed, 
put on a dressing-gown, and go and ask what had hap- 
poned ; but she considered that if the news was bad, 
thoy would not tell it, and that it would be better to 
ovorhear the conversation, which seemed to be animated. 
Consequeutly she pressed her ear to the panel, and list-ened 
as if M her life were concentrated in the one sensé of 
hoaring. 

Brigand was relating to Madame Denis what had hap- 
pened. Valef had made bis way to the Fauboui^g St. 
Antoine, and given warning to Madame du Maine of the 
failure of the expédition. Madame du. Maine had imme- 
diately freed the conspirators from their oaths, advised 
MtUezîeux and Brigand to suve themselves, and retired 
to the Arsenal. Brigand came therefore to bid adieu to 
Madame Denis ; he was going to attempt to reach Spain 
in the disguise of a pedler. In the midst of bis récital, in- 
terrupted by the exclamations of poor Madame Denis and 
of Mademoiselle Athénsns and Emilie, the abbé thought 
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that he heard a cry in the oext room, jnst at the time 
when he was relating D'HarmentaVs catastrophe ; but as 
no ono had paid any attention to the cry, and as he was 
not aware that Bathilde was in that room, he had attached 
no importance to this noise, regarding the nature of which 
he miglit easily hâve heen mistakeu. Moreover, Boniface, 
summoned in his turn, had entered at the moment, and 
as the ahbé had a particular fancy for Boniface, his 
entrance had naturally turned Brigand 's thoughts into 
a différent channel. 

Still, this was not the time for long leave-takings ; 
Brigand desired that dayhght should find him as far as 
possible from Paris. He therefore took leave of the Denis 
family, and set ont with Boniface, who declared that he 
would accorapany his friend Brigand as far as the barrier. 

As they opened the staircase-door they heard the voice 
of the portress, who appeared to be opposing the passage of 
sorae one ; they descended to discover the cause of the 
discussion, and fonnd Bathilde, with streaming hair, naked 
feet, and wrapped in a long white robe, standing on the 
staircase, and endeavoring to go ont in spite of the efforts 
of the portress. The poor girl had heard everything ; her 
fever had changed into delirium. She would join Raoul ; 
she would see him again ; she would die with him. 

The three women took her in their arms. For a min- 
ute she struggled agaiust them, murmuring incohérent 
words; her cheeks were flushed with fever, while her 
linibs trembled, and her teeth chattered. But soon her 
strength failed her; her head sank back; and calling on 
the name of Raoul, she fainted a second time. 

They sent once more for the doctor. What he had 
feared was now no longer doubtful, — brain fever had 
declared itself. At this moment some one knocked ; it 
was Buvat, whom Brigaud and Boniface had found wan- 
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dering to and fro before the house like a ghost^ and who, 
not able to contend auj longer with bis anxiety, bad corne 
to beg for a seat in some corner, be did not care vvbeTe, 
Bo long as from time to time be bad news of Bathilde. 
The poor family wcre too sad tfaemselves not to feel for 
the grief of others. Madame signed to Buvat to seat 
bîmself in a corner, and retired into her own room with 
Athénaïs, leaving Emilie once more with the sufiferer. 

About daybreak Boniface retumed. He had gone with 
Brigand as far as the Barrière d'Enfer, where the abbé 
had left him^ hoping — thanks to his good steed, and to 
his disguise — to reach the Spanish frontier. 

Bathilde's deliriam continiied. AU night sbe talked 
of Raoul ; she often mentioned Bnvat's name, and always 
accused him of having killed her lover. Buvat heard it, 
and witbont daring to défend himself, to reply, or even 
to groan, bad silently burst into tears, seeking in his mind 
how to repair tbe evii be bad wrought. At last^ as day 
was breaking he seemed to bave formed a decided resoln- 
tion. He approached tbe bed, krssed the feverish band 
of Bathilde, who looked at him withoitt recognizing him, 
and went ont. 

Buvat bad, in fact, determined on a bold course. It 
was to go himself to Dubois, tell him everything, and ask 
as his recompense, not the payment of his arrears, not 
advanceraent at the library, but pardon for D'Harmental. 
It was the least that could be acoorded to tbe man whom 
the régent himself had called the savior of France. Bavât 
did not doubt that be should soon return bearinjj good 
news, and that the good news wonld restore Bathilde to 
healtb. 

Consequently Buvat went home to repair the disorder 
of his dress, whicb had been disarranged by tbe events of 
the day and the émotions of the night ; and, moreover, he 
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did not dape to présent hîmself at the minjster's bouse 
80 early, for fear of disturbing him. His toilet finisbed, as 
it was still only nlne o'clock, be visîted for a few minutes 
Batbilde's room; it was tbat wbich the young girl bad 
left the day before. Buvat sat down in the chair wbicb 
sbe had occupied, toucbed the articles wbicb she liked to 
touch, and kissed the feet of the crucifix wbich sbe kisséd 
each nigbt ; one would bave tbougbt him a lover following 
the steps of bis mistress. 

Ten o'clock struck ; it was tbe bour at wbicb Buvat 
had often before repaired to tbe Palais Royal. Tbe fear 
of being importuuate gave place to tbe hope of being 
received as he bad always been. He took bis bat and 
cane, and called at Madame Denis's to ask bow Bathilde 
had been during bis absence ; be found tbat she had never 
ceased to call for Raoul. Tbe doctor bad bled ber for the 
tbird time. Buvat raised his eyes as if to call Heaven tq 
witness tbat be was about to do ail tbat be possibly could 
do to bring prompt relief to the sorrows of his ward, 
beaved a profound sigh, and set ont for the Palais 
Royal. 

The moment was badly ebosen. Dubois, wbo had been 
constantly on bis feet for four or five days, sufifered boiv 
ribly from the malady whieb was to cause bis death in 
a few months ; moreover, be was beyond measure annoyed 
tbat only D'Harmental bad been taken, and bad just given 
orders to Leblanc and D'Argenson to press on the trial 
with ail possible speed, wben bis valide-chambre, wbo 
was» accustomed to see the wortby writer arrive eveiy 
morning, announced Monsieur Buvat. 

** And wbo tbe devil is Monsieur Buvat î " 

" It is T, Monseigneur," said tbe poor fellow, venturing 
to slip between tbe valet and the door, and bowing bis 
honest head before tbe prime minister. 
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" Well, who are you î " asked Dubois, as if he had never 
seen him before. 

" What, Monseigneur ! " exclaimed the astonished 
Buvat ; " do you not recognize me î I corne to cou- 
gratulate you on tlie discovery of the conspiracy." 

'' I get congratulations enough of that kiud ; tbauks 
for yours, Monsieur Buvat," said Dubois, in a dry toiie. 

" But, Monseigneur, I corne also to ask a favor." 

" A favor ! and on what grounds î " 

" Why," said Buvat, stammering, — " why, Monseigneur, 
do you not remeniber that you promised me a — a 
recompense." 

" A recompense ! to you, you double idiot î " 

'* What, Monseigneur ! *' contiuued poor Buvat, getting 
more and more frightened, ** do you not recollect that you 
told me hère, in this very room, that I had my fortune at 
my fingers' ends î " 

" And now," said Dubois, " I tell you that you hâve 
your life in your^ legs; for unless you decamp pretty 
quick — " 

" But, Monseigneur — " 

** Ah ! you reason with me, scoundrel ! " shouted Dubois, 
raising himself with one hand on the arm of his chair, and 
the other on his archbishop's crook. " Wait, then ; you 
ehall see — " 

Buvat had seen quite enough. At the tbreatening gesture 
of the premier he understood what was to foUow, and turn- 
ing round, fied at full speed; but quick as he was, he 
had still time to hear Dubois, with the most horrible oaths 
and curses, order his valet to beat him to death if ever 
again he put his foot inside the door of the Palais Royal. 

Buvat understood that there was no more hope in that 
direction, and that he must renounce not only tbe idea of 
being of service to D'Harraental, but ako ail hope of the 
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myment of his arrears, — a hope to which he had fondly 
ilung. This chaiu of tliought iiaturally reminded him 
iliat for eight days he had not beeu to the library. He 
ivas near there. He resolved to go to his office, if it was 
jiily to excuse hiinself to his superior, aud relate to him 
ihe causes of his absence. But hère a grief not less ter- 
dble than the rest was iu store for Buvat : on opeuing the 
loor of his office lie saw his seat occupied ; a stranger had 
been appointed to his place ! 

As he had never before — during the whole fifteen years 
— been an hour late, the curator had concluded he was 
dead, and had replaced him. Buvat had lost his situation 
for having saved France ! This last stroke was more than 
he could bear, and he returned home almost as ill as 
Batliilde. 
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CHAPTER XLIIL 

BONIFACE. 

As W6 have seen^ Dubois urged on the trial of D'Harmen- 
tal, boping that his révélations would fumisli liini with 
wei\pons against those whom be wished to attack ; but 
D'Harmental persisted in a total déniai witb respect to 
otbers. As to what concerned bimself personally, be con- 
fessed everytbing, saying tbat bis attempt on tbe régent 
was an act of priva te re venge for tbe injustice wbicb bad 
been done bim in depriving bim of bis régiment. As to 
tbe raen wbo bad accompanied bim, and wbo bad lent 
bim their aid in tbe exécution of bis plans, be declared 
tbat tbey were two poor devils of peasants, wbo did not 
even know wbom tbey were escorting. AU tbis was not 
bigbly probsible ; but tbere was no way of eliciting from 
tbe examinâtions anytbing beyond tbe answers of the 
accused. Tbe conséquence was tbat to Dubois's great 
disappointment tbe real criminals escaped bis vengeance, 
under cover of the persistent déniais of tbe cbevalier, who 
declared tbat be bad seen Monsieur or Madame du Maine 
only once or twice in his life, and tbat be bad never been 
trusted with any political mission by eitber of tbem. 

Laval, Pompadour, and Valef bad been arrested and 
taken to tbe Bastille, but tbey knew tbat tbey migbt rely 
upon tbe cbevalier; and as tbe situation in wbicb they 
found tbemselves bad been foreseen, and it bad been 
agreed wbat eacb sbould say, tbey ail entirely denied any 
knowledge of tbe affair, — confessing associations witb 
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Monsieur and Madame dn Maine, but saying that those 
associations were confined to a respectful friendsbip. As 
to D'Harmental, they knew him, they said, for a man of 
honoPy who complaiued of a great injustice whicb bad 
been done to him. They were confronted, eue after 
the otber, witb tbe chevalier; but thèse interviews had 
no otber resuit than that of confirming each in bis System 
of defence, and showing each that the System was reli- 
giously adbered to by bis corapauiona 

Dubois was furious. He reopened tbe proofe for tbe 
affair of the States-Geneial ; but that had been settled by 
tbe bed of justice, which had condemned tbe King of 
Spain's letters, and degraded tbe legitimated princes from 
their rank. Every one regarded them as sufficiently pun- 
isbed by this judgment, without being subjected to a second 
prosecution on the same grouuds. Dubois had hoped, by 
tbe révélations of D'Harmental, to expose Monsieur and 
Madame du Maine to new charges more serions than the 
first ; for this time it was a question of a direct attempt, 
if not on the life, at least on the liberty of the régent ; 
but tlie obstinacy of the chevalier destroyed ail bis hopes, 
His anger had therefore turned solely on D'Harmental ; 
and as we bave said, he had ordered Leblanc and D'Argen- 
son to expedite tbe prosecution, — an order which those 
two magistrates obeyed witb their usual promptness. 

During this time Batbilde's illness had progressed in 
such a manner that it had brought tbe poor girl to death's 
door; but at last youth and vigor had triumpbed. ïo tbe 
excitement of deliriura had succeeded a complète and 
utter prostration ; one would bave said that the fever 
alone had sustained ber, and that in departing it bad 
taken life along witb it. 

Still every day brought improvement, — slight, it is 
true, but quite apparent to the eyes of the good people 
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who suiTOunded the bed of sickness. Little by lîttle 
Batliilde had recoguized those who were about her ; then 
she bad stretcbed out ber band to tbem, aud tbeu spokeu 
to them. As yet, to tbe astoiiisbmeut of every one» 
Batbilde had not meutioued tbe name of D'Harmental ; 
this was a great relief to those who watched her, for as 
they had none but sad news to give ber about bixDy tbey 
preferred, as will easily be understood, that she sbould 
reniaîn sîlout on tbe subject Ëvery one believed, and 
tbe doctor most of ail, that the young girl had couipletely 
forgotten the past, or if she remembered it, tliat she con- 
founded the reality witb the dreams of ber delirium. 
They were ail wrong, eveu the doctor; this \a what had 
occurred : — 

Oiie morning when tbey had thougbt Batbilde sleeping, 
and had left her alone for a minute^ Boniface, who, in 
spite of Bathilde's severity, still proserved a great fund of 
tenderness toward ber, half opeued tbe door, as was bis 
custom every morning since she had been ill, to ask new» 
of her. The growling of Mirza aroused Batbilde, wbo 
turned round and saw Boniface. She immediately con- 
ceived the idea that she niight leam from him that which 
she would ask in vain from the others, — namely, what had 
become of D'Harmental, — and therefore, wbile quieting 
Mirza, she extended her pale and emaciated band to Boni- 
face. Boniface took it between bis own two great red 
handfl ; then, looking at the young girl, and shaking bis 
head, — 

" Yes, Mademoiselle Batbilde, yes," said be, " you were 
right ; you are a lady, and I am only a coarse peasant. 
You deserved a nobleman, and it was impossible that 
you sbould love me." 

"Not as you wished, it is true, Boniface," said Ba- 
tbilde ; " but I can love you in another manner." 
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** Whaiever may be the grief that it may cause me 1 '* 

'* Ah, that ia a différent tbing. If it îa to give you 
pain, I woold ratber be eut in pièces." 

" But if I beg you, my friend, luy brother î ** said 
Batbilde^ in her most persuasive voice. 

"Oh, if you speak like that, I shall cry like the 
Fountain of the Innocents ! " And Bouiface began to 
sob. 

" You will tell me ail, tben, my dear Boni&oe î " 

" Everything." 

" Well, tell me first — " Bathilde stopped. 

"Whatî" 

'* Can you not imagine, Boniface î " 

"Yes, I think sa You want to know what bas be- 
come of Monsieur Raoul, do you notl" 

'^ Oh, yes ! " cried Bathilde ; " in Heaven's name, what 
bas become of hiiu V 

*< Poor fellow ! " murmnred Boniface. 

^ Mon Dieu / is he dead ) " exclaimed Bathilde, sittîng 
up in the bed. 

" No, happily not ; but he is a prisoner.** 

"Whereî" 

" In the Bastille." 

" I feared it," said Bathilde, sinking down in the bed ; 
"in the Bastille! Oh, mon Dieu! mon Dieu/'' 

"Oh, now, it 18 you who are crying, Mademoiselle 
Bathilde. ' 

" And I am hère in tbis bed, chained, dying ! " cried 
Bathilde. 

" Oh, do not cry like that, Mademoiselle ; it is your 
poor Boniface who entreats you.'* 

** No, I will be firm ; I will bave courage. See, Boniface, 
I weep no longer ; but you understand," sbe continued, 
with increasing excitement, for the fever gained on her. 
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" I cry ! ** said Bayât, wiping his eyes with his hand- 
kercbief. "I crying! If I am crying, it is onlj for 
joT. Tes, I am goin^ my chîld, — to iny office; I am 

And Bavât, after hayiiig embraced Bathilde^ retumed 
home, — for he woold uot tell his poor child that be bad 
lo6t his placif», — and the youjig girl was lefb alone. 

Then she breathed more fireely ; ber mind was at rest. 
Boni&ee> in bis capacity as clerk to au attôruey at Châtelet, 
was in the very position that woald enable bim to bear of 
whatover migbt bappen, and she was sure that he would 
tell ber ererything. In fact, on the uext day she learned 
thât Raoul bad been interrogate^i, and that he had claimed 
to be solely accoantable for ail that had occurred. Tbe 
day folio wing she learned that he had been confronted 
with Lavîil, Valef, and Pompadoor, bnt that the examina- 
tion had led to no disclosoies. Faithfal to his promise, 
Boni face every evening broaght ber tbe day 's news ; and 
every evening Bathilde, at this récital, however alarming 
it might be, felt a renewa] of ber strength. A fortnight 
p^issed tbus, at tbe end of whicb time Bathilde began to 
get up and walk a bttle about the room, to the great joy 
of Buvat, Xanette, and the whole Denis family. 

One day Boniûice, contrary to his custom, retumed 
home ftom Jonlla's at three o'clock and entered the room 
of the snfierer. Tbe poor boy was so pale and so cast 
down that Bathilde understood that be brought some 
terrible information ; and utteriug a ciy, she rose npright, 
with ber eyes fixed on bim. *' Ail is fînished, then ) " 
she said. 

" Alas ! '* answered Boniface, "it is ail throngh his own 
obstinacy. They offered bim his pardon, — do you under- 
stand, jllademoiselle Bathilde ] — his pardon, if he would 
— and he would not speak a word. 
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* 

" Alas ! " said Mademoiselle de Launay, " Bathilde not 
only knows him, but sbe loves him." 

" Poor child ! but what can I do î You see clearly 
that I can do notbing ; I bave no influence. For me to 
attempt anytbing in bis favor would be to take away 
from bim tbe last bope remaining/' 

" I know it, Madame," said Batbilde, ** and I ask of 
your Higbness but one tbing ; it is tbat tbrough some of 
your friands or acqaaintances I may gain admission to 
Monseigneur tbe Eegent» Tbe rest lies witb me." 

" My cbild, do you know wbat you are asking î ^ in- 
quired tbe ducbess. "Do you know tbat tbe regeut 
respects no onel Do you know tbat you are beantiful 
as an angel, and tbat your paleness gîves you a ravish- 
ing attractiveness î Do you know — " 

** Madame," said Batbilde, witb a lofty dignity, *^ I 
know tbat my fatber saved bis life^ and died in bis 
service." 

*^ Ab, tbat 1 tbat is anotber tbing,*' said tbe ducbess. 
" Wait ; let me see, — wbat is it best to doî Yes, tbat 
is it; De Launay, call Malezieux." 

Mademoiselle de Launay obeyed ; and a moment after- 
ward tbe faitbful cbancellor entered. 

'* Malezieux," said tbe ducbess, " yon mnst take ibis 
cbild to tbe Ducbesse de Berri, witb a recommendation 
from me. Sbe must see tbe régent, and at once^ you 
understand ; tbe life of a man dépends upon it, — it ia 
that of D'Harmental, wbom I would myself give so 
mucb to save." 

" I go, Madame," said Malezieux. 

" You see, my cbild," said tbe ducbess, *' I do aîl I can 
for you ; if I can be useful to you in any otber way, — if 
to prépare bis fligbt or to seduce a jailer, money is needed, 
— I bave still some diamonds, wbicb cannot be better em- 
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ployed tlmn in saving the life of so brave a gentleman. 
Corne, lose no time. Kiss me, and go at once to my 
nièce ; you know that she is her father's fevorite.*' 

" I know, Madame," said Bathilde, *' that you are an 
angel ; and if I suoceed, I shall owe you moie than my 
life." 

" Poor thing ! ** said the duchess, looking at Bathilde as 
fihe went avray. Then, when Bathilde was ont of sight, 
"Corne, De Launay," continued Madame du Maine, 
who in fact was expecting every moment to be arrested, 
" let us return to our trunka." 

Bathilde^ accompanied by Malezieux, arrived at the 
Luxembourg in twenty minutes, and thanks to the influ- 
ence of Malezieux, she was admitted without difficulty, 
She was conducted into a little boudoir, where sJie was 
requested to wait while the chancellor should see her 
royal Highness, and inform her of the favor they came 
to ask. 

Malezieux acquitted himself of the commission with ail 
the zeal he carried into affairs committed to him by Ma- 
dame du Maine, and Bathilde had not waited ten minutes 
when she saw him retum with the Duchesse de Berri, 
The duchess had an excellent heart, and she had been 
greatly moved by Malezieux's récital ; so that when she 
appeared, there was no mistaking the interest she already 
felt in the young girl who came to solicit her protection. 
Bathilde came to her, and would hâve fallen at her feet, 
but the duchess took her by the hand, and kissing her on 
the forebead, — 

" My poor child," said she, *' why did you not come to 
me a week ago?" 

" And why a week ago rather than to^ay, Madame î " 
asked Bathilde, with anxiety. 

" Because a week ago I should hâve yielded to none the 
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pleasure of taking you to my father; bat that now is 
impossible." 

" Impossible ! Oh, mon Dieu / And why î " crieJ 
Bathilde. 

'* Do y ou not know that I am in complète disgrâce since 
the day before yesterday 1 Alas ! princess as I am, I am 
a womau like you, and like you I bave had the misfor- 
tune to love. We daaghters of the royal race, you know, 
hâve hearts that are not our own ; they are jewels that 
constitute a portion of the treasnre of the crown, and 
it is a crime to dispose of them withoat the authority of 
the king and bis ministers. I bave disposed of my beart, 
and I bave nothing to say, for I was pardoned ; but I dis- 
posed of my hand, and I am punisbed. For tbree days 
my lover bas been my hiisband. See, what a straiige 
thingl They make a crime of what in any one else 
would bave been praised. My father bimself is angry 
witb me, and for three days, — that is to say, from the 
moment when I could présent myself before him withoiit 
good reason for shame, — I am forbidden bis présence. 
Yesterday my guard was taken from me ; this morning 
I presented myself at the Palais Royal and was refused 
admittance." 

" Alas ! " said Bathilde, '* I am very unfortunate, for I 
had no hope but in you, Madame, and I know no one 
who can introduce me to Monseigneur the Régent. And 
it is to-morrow, Madame, at eight o'clock, that they will 
kill him whom I love as you love Monsieur de Riom. 
Oh, Madame, take pity on me, for if you do not, I 
am lost!'* 

" J/b» Dieu/ Riom, come to our aid," said the ducbess, 
turning to ber busband, who entered at this moment 
" Hère is a poor child who wants to see my father with- 
out delay ; ber life dépends on the interview. Her life ! 
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What am I saying î More than her life, — the life of 
the man she loves. Lauzim's nephew should never be at 
a loss ; find us some course to take, and if it be possible, I 
will love you more than ever." 

" I hâve found one," said Eiom, smiling. 

** Oh, Monsieur/' cried Bathilde, " tell it to me, and I 
will be eternally grateful." 

" Corne, speak ! " said the Duchesse de Berri, in a 
voice almost as eager as Bathilde's. 

" But it compromises your sister singularly/' 

" Which one î " 

" Mademoiselle de Valois.^' 

'*AglaéI howsoî" 

" Do you not know that there exists a kind of sorcerer 
"who has the power of appearing before her day or night, 
no one knows how î " 

" Richelieu î It is true ! " cried the Duchesse de Berri ; 
"Richelieu can help us. But — '* 

*'But what, Madame]" 

" He will not, perhaps." 

" Oh, I will implore him so eamestly that he will take 
pity on me," said Bathilde. " Besides, you will speak a 
Word for me, will you not 1 He will not dare to refuse 
what your Highness asks." 

** We will do better than that," said the duchess. 
" Riom, call Madame de Mouchy ; beg her to take Made- 
moiselle herself to the duke. Madame de Mouchy is my 
first lady of honor, my child," continued the du«hess, 
turning to Bathilde as Riom went out; "and it is sup- 
posed that the Duc de Richelieu owes her some grati- 
tude. You see I could not choose you a better 
introductress." 

"Oh, thanks, Madame!" cried Bathilde, kissing the 
duchess's hands ; " you are right, and ail hope is not yet 
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^' Oh, Mademoiselle Bathilde, with such words jon can 
make me do everything you wish. In five minutes the 
carnage will be hère." And BonîfSEKîe ran out. 

Bathilde had on a loose wbito robe ; she tied it in with 
a girdle, threw a cloak over her shoulders, and got ready. 
As she was advancing to the door, Madame Denis entered. 

" Oh, my dear chîld, "what in Heaven's nanie are yoa 
going to doî" 

" Madame," saîd Bathilde, "it is necessary that I shoiild 
go out." 

" Go out ! you are mad ! " 

* No, Madame," said Bathilde, with a sad smile, " I am 
in perfect possession of my sensés ; but you would drive 
me mad by retaining me." 

"But at least tell me where you are going, my dear 
child." 

" Do you not know that he is condemned, Madame ? " 

" Oh, mon Dieu / mon Dieu I who told you that î I had 
asked every one to keep from you that horrible news." 

" Yes, and to-morrow you would hâve told me that he 
was dead. And I should bave answered, * You bave killed 
liim, for I had a means of saving him porhaps.' " 

** Yon, you, my child ! you bave a means of saving 
him î " 

" I said perhaps, Madame. Let me try that means ; it 
is the only one remaining." 

"Go, my child," said Madame Denis, struck by the 
inspired tone of Bathilde's voice ; " go, and may God 
guide you ! " 

Bathilde went out, descended the staircaae with a slow 
but firm step, crossed the street, ascended the fouT stories 
without resting, and opened the door of her room, which 
she had not entered since the day of the catastrophe. At 
the noise which she made, Nanette came out of the inner 
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" Go, my child, go ; if you miss Monsieur de Richelieu, 
y ou may not know where to find him, and you will per- 
haps wait for him in vain." 

"Since her Highness permits it, corne, then, quick, 
Madame,^' said Bathilde, " far every minute seems to me 
an âge." 

A quarter of an hour afterward Bathilde and Madame 
de Mouchy were at Richelieu's hôtel. Contrary to ail 
expectation, he was at home. Madame de Mouchy entered 
at once, folio wed by Bathilde. They found Richelieu 
occupied with Raffé, his secretary, in burning a number 
of useless letters, and putting others in order. 

" Eh, bon Dieu, Madame ! " said Richelieu, coming for- 
ward with a smile on his lips, " what good wiud blows 
you hère î And to what event do I owe the happiness 
of receiving you at my house at half-past eight in the 
evening ] " 

**To my wish to enable you to do a good action, 
Duke." 

" Ah, really ] In that case, make haste, Madame." 

" Do you leave Paris this evening % " 

"No; but I am going to-morrow moming, — to the 
Bastille." 

*' What jokeis tins?" 

" I assure you it is no joke at ail to leave my hôtel, 
where I am very comfortable, for that of the king, where 
I shall be just the reverse. I know it, for this will be my 
third visit." 

" But what makes you think you will be arrested to- 
morrow ] " 

" I hâve been warned.'* 

** By a sure person 1 " 

'* Judge for yourself." And he handed a letter to Ma- 
dame de Mouchy, who took it and read, — 
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the letter, and placiiig it uext lier beart, "for it was the 
sole iuherîtance iny mother left me." 

At that momeut they heard the noise of a carnage at 
the door. 

" Adieu, fathor ! adieu, Nanette ! '* said Bathilde. " Pray 
for my success.** And she went away with a solemn 
gravity which made her, in the eyes of those who watched 
lier, seem to be like a saint. 

At the door she found Boniface waiting with the 
# carriage. 

*'Shall I go with you, Mademoiselle Bathilde î" he 
asked. 

"No, no, my friend," said Bathilde, "not now; to- 
niorrow, perhaps." 

She entered the carriage. 

" Where to 1 " asked the coachman. 

" To the Arsenal." 
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CHAPTEE XLIV. 

THE THREE VISITS. 

Dn arriving at tbe Arsenal, Bathilde asked for Made- 
[uoiselle de Launay, who, at her request^ led her at once 
:o Madame du Maine. 

" Ah, it is you, my child ! '* said the duchess, with a 
iistracted air and voice ; *'it is well to remember one's 
friands when they are in misfortune.'* 

'* Alas, Madame !" replied Bathilde, "I come to your 
royal Highness to speak of one still more nnfortunate. 
Doubtless your royal Highness bas lost some of your 
titles, some of your dignities ; but at that poiut vengeance 
will stop, for no one would dare to attack the life, or even 
the liberty, of the son of Louis XIV. or the granddaughter 
of the great Condé." 

" The life, no ; but the liberty, I will not answer for it. 
Do you know that that idiot of an Abbé Brigaud bas got 
himself arrested three days ago at Orléans, dressed as a 
pedler, and — on false révélations, which they represented 
to him as coming from me — bas confessed ail and com- 
promised us terribly, so that I should not be astonished at 
being arrested this very day 1 " 

" He for whom I come to implore your pity, Madame, 
lias revealed nothing, but, on the contrary, is condemned 
to death for having kept silence.** 

" Ah, my dear child, " cried the duchess, " you speak 
of poor D'Harmental ; he is a noble-bearted man. You 
kuow him, thenl" 
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" Lafosse," «aid the duke, " the bay horaes and the car- 
nage without arms.'* 

" Monsieur le Due," said Bathilde, **if you wouldsave 
tîme, I bave a bired carnage below." 

" Very well ; tbat is still better. I am ai yaiir ordeis, 
Mademoiselle." 

**Ara I to go witb Monsieur le Duc?" asked tbe 
servant. 

" No ; etay and belp Raffé to put tbese papers in order. 
Tbere are several which it is quite unnecessary for Dubois 
to see." 

And the duke oifered bis arm to Bathilde, went down 
with ber, banded her into the carriage, and aft-er telling 
the coachman to stop at tbe oomer of the Rue Si 
Honoré and the Rue de Richelieu, placed bimself by her 
side, as unconcerned in bis demeanor as if be was net 
aware that the fate from which be was attemptîng to 
deliver the chevalier migbt be bis own witbin a fort- 
night. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

THE CLOSET. 

The carrîage stopped at its destination, and Richelieu, 
getting out and aasistiiig Bathilde to alight, took a key 
from his pocket, and opened the door of a bouse at the 
corner of the Rue de Richelieu. 

" I must ask your pardon, Mademoiselle," said he, 
ofiFeriug his arm to Bathilde, " for leading you hy hadly 
lighted staircases and passages ; hut I am anxious not to 
be recognized, should any one meet me hère. We havc 
not far to go." 

When he had ascended about twenty steps, he stopped, 
drew a second key from his pocket and opened a door, 
then entered an autecharaber, and taking a candie, went 
back to light it by the lamp on the staircase. 

"Once again I must ask pardon, Mademoiselle," said 
the duke ; " but you will soon understand why I prefer to 
dispense with a servant herè." 

It mattered little to Bathilde whether the duke had 
a servant or not ; she entered the antechamber without 
replying, and the duke locked the door behind her. 

" Now follow me," said Richelieu ; and he walked before 
the young girl, lighting her with the candie which he held 
in his hand. They crossed a dining-room and drawing- 
roora, then entered a bedroom, where the duke stopped. 

"Mademoiselle," said he, placing the candie on the 
chimney-piece, "I bave your word that you will reveal 
nothing of what you are about to see î " 
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" I hâve giveu you iny promise, Monsieur le Duc, and 
I now renew it. Oh, I should be ungrateful iudeed if I 
should fail to keep it." 

'* Weli, then, be the third in our secret. It is a secret 
of love ; we put it under the safeguard of love." 

The Duc de Richelieu, slidiug away a panel in the 
woodwork, disclosed an opening in the wall, beyond which 
was the back of a closet, on which he knocked softly 
three times. Presently they heard a key turn in the lock, 
and saw a light between the boards; then a low voice 
asked, " Is it you V* On the duke's replying in the af- 
firmative, three of the boards were quietly detached, the 
opening thus made affording a means of communication 
from one room to the other ; and the duke and Bathilde 
found themselves in the présence of Mademoiselle de 
Valois, who uttered a cry on seeing her lover accompanied 
by a woman. 

" Fear notliing, dear Aglae," said the duke, passing into 
the room where she was, and taking her hand, while 
Bathilde remaiued motionless in her place, not daring to 
move a step till her présence was explained. " You will 
presently thank me for having betrayed the secret of our 
blessed closet." 

**Bat, Monsieur le Duc, will you tell me — " began 
Mademoiselle de Valois, pausing after thèse interrogative 
words and looking at Bathilde uneasil3^ 

" This very instant, very beautiful Princess. You hâve 
heard me speak of the Chevalier d'Harmental, bave you 
notî" 

"The day before yesterday you told me that by a word 
he might save his own life and compromise you ail, but 
that he would not speak that word." 

" Well, he bas not spoken ; and he is condemned to 
death, and is to be executed to-morrow. This youug girl 



THE CLOSET. 511 

loves him, and bis pardon dépends on the régent. Do 
you understandî" 

'' Oh, yes, y es ! " said Mademoiselle de Valois. 
" Corne, Mademoiselle," said the duke to Bathilde, taking 
her by the haud ; then, tuming again to the princess, ** She 
did not know how to reach your father, my dear Aglaé, 
and came to me just as I had received your letter, I had 
to thank you for the good advice you gave me ; and as 
I know your heart, I thought I shoiUd please you by show- 
iug my gratitude in oflfering you an opportunity to save 
the life of a man to whose silence you probably owe my 
own." 

"And you were right, my dear Duke. You are wel- 
come, Mademoiselle. What can I do for you î " 

** I wish to see Monseigneur the Eegent," said Bathilde, 
"and your Highness can take me to him." 

" Will you wait for me, Duke 1 " asked Mademoiselle de 
Valois, uneasily. 

" Can you doubt it î " 

" Then go into the closet, lest any one should surprise 
you hère. I will take Mademoiselle to my father, and 
return immediately." 

** I will wait," said the duke, following the instructions 
of the princess and entering the closet. Mademoiselle de 
Valois exchanged a few whispered words with her lover, 
locked the closet, put the key in her pocket, and holding 
out her hand to Bathilde, — 

" Mademoiselle," said she, " ail women who love are 
sisters. Armand and you did well to rely upon me ; come." 
Bathilde kissed the hand the princess offered, and fol- 
lowed her. They passed through ail the rooms facing the 
square of the Palais Royal, and then, turning to the left, 
entered those whîch looked on the Rue de Valois, among 
which was the regent's bedroom. 
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" We hâve arrived," eaid Mademoiselle de Valois, stop- 
ping before a door, and turning to Bathilde, who, on re- 
ceiving this information, trembled aud turaed pale; for 
ail the moral force which kad sustained her for the last 
three or four hours was ready to disappear just when she 
needed it the most. 

*'0h, mon Dieul I shall never dare to speak," said 
Bathilde. 

"Courage, Mademoisellei.! my father is kiud. Enter; 
fall at his feet ; God and his own heart will do the rest." 

At thèse words, seeing that the young girl still hesitated, 
she opened the door, pushed Bathilde in, and closed it ha- 
hind her. She then ran down with a light step to rejoin 
Eichelieu, leaving Bathilde to plead her cause alone with 
the régent 

At this unforeseen action Bathilde uttered a low cry; 
and the régent, who was walking to and fro with his head 
bent down, raised his head, and turned around. Bathilde, 
incapable of making a step in advance, fell on her knees, 
drew ont her letter, and held it toward the régent. 

The regent's sight was imperfect ; he did not see clearly 
what was taking place, and advaneed toward this woman, 
who appeared to him in the shade as a white and indis- 
tinct form. Immediately, in that form, at first unknown, 
he recognized a woman, and in that form of a woman, 
a young girl beautiful and in a suppliant attitude. 

As to the poor child, in vain she attempted to articulate 
a prayer. Voice and strength failing her together, slie 
would hâve fallen if the régent had not supported her in 
his arms. 

" Mon Dieu I Mademoiselle," said the régent^ on whom 
the signs of grief produced their ordinary effect, ** what is 
the matter î What can I do for you î Corne to this arm- 
chair, I entreat you." 
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•* No, Monseigneur, it is at your feet that I should be, 
br I come to ask a boon." 

"Andwhatisitî" 

" See first who I am, Monseigneur, and then I may 
lare to speak ; " and she held out the letter, on which 
ested her only hope, to the Duc d'Orléans. 

The régent took the letter, and by the light of a candie 
vhich burned on the chimney-piece recognized his own 
.vriting, and read as foUows : — 

Madame, — Your husband bas died for France and for me. 
S^either France nor I can give you back your husband ; but 
•euiember that if ever you are in want of anything we are 
>oth your debtors. Your affectionate 

Philippe d'Orléans. 

" I recognize this letter perfectly as iny own," said the 
:egent ; " but to the shame of my memory I must confess 
that I do not know to whoin it was written." 

** Look at the address, Monseigneur," said Bathilde, a 
little reassured by the expression of benevolence on the 
iuke's face. 

" Clarice du Rocher ! " cried the régent. " Yes, indeed, 
I remember now ; I wrote this letter froni Spaiu after the 
death of Albert, who was killed at the battle of Ahnanza. 
I wrote this letter to his widow How did it fall into 
^our hands, Mademoiselle î " 

** Alas, Monseigneur, I am the daughter of Albert and 
Clarice." 

" You, Mademoiselle 1 And what bas become of your 
mother 1 " 

" She is dead, Monseigneur/' 

" Long since î " 

" Nearly fourteen years." 

" But happy, doubtless, and wanting nothing î " 

"In despair, Monseigneur, and wanting everything." 
33 
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" But why did slie not apply to me 1 " 

" Your Highiiess was still iu Spain." 

"Oh, mon Dieu! wliat do you say î Continue, Made- 
moiselle, for you cannot imagine Low much you interest 
me. Poor Clarice, poor Albert ! TLey loved each otlier 
80 much, I remember. She could not survive him. Do 
you know that your father saved my life at Nerwinden, 
Mademoiselle 1 " 

** Yes, Monseigneur, I know it ; and that gave me cour- 
age to présent myself before you." 

*'But you, poor child, poor orphan, what became of youl" 

" I, Monseigneur, was taken by a frieud of our family, 
a poor writer called Jean Buvat." 

" Jean Buvat ! " cried the régent, " wait ! I know that 
name. Jean Buvat! Why, that is the poor devil of a 
copyist who discovered the whole conspiracy, and who 
some days ago made his demands in person. A place in 
the library, was it not, — some arrears due ] " 

" The same, Mouvseigneur." 

"Mademoiselle," replied the régent, "it appears that 
those who surround you are destined to save me. I am 
thus twice your debtor. You said you had a boon^ to ask 
of me. Speak boldly ; I listen to you." 

" 01), my God," murmured Bathilde, " give me 
strength ! " 

" Is it, then, a very important and difficult thing that 
you désire 1 " 

" Monseigneur," said Bathilde, "it is the life of a man 
who has deserved death." 

« Is it the Chevalier d'Harmental ? " 

" Alas, Monseigneur, it is." 

The regent's brow became pensive, while Bathilde, 
seeing thè impression produced by her demand, felt lier 
heart beat and her knees tremble. 
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*' Is he yoiir relative, your ally, your friend 1 " 

" He 1*8 my life, he is my soûl, Monseigneur ; I love him." 

" But do you know that if I pardon him I must pardon 
ill the rest, and that there are some still more guilty than 
[le isî" 

" His life only, Monseigneur ; ail I ask is that he may 
live." 

" But if I change his sentence to a perpétuai imprison- 
tnent, you will ne ver see him again. What would become 
DÏ you then ] " asked the régent. 

Bathilde was obliged to support herself by the back of 
a chair. 

" I would enter into a convent, where I could pray the 
rest of my life for you, Monseigneur, and for him." 

"That cannot be," said the régent. 

" Wby not. Monseigneur î " 

"Because this very day, this very hour, I hâve been 
asked for your hand, and bave promised it." 

"You bave promised my hand, Monseigneur î and to 
whom 1 " 

" Read/' said the régent, taking an open letter from his 
desk, and presenting it to the young girl. 

" Raoul ! " cried Bathilde ; " RaouFs writing ! Oh, mon 
Dieu I what is the meaning of this î " 

" Read," repeated the régent. 

And in a choking voice Bathilde read the foUowing 
letter : — 

Monseigneur, — I bave deserved death ; I know it, and 
I do not ask you for life. I am ready to die at the day 
and hour appointed ; but it dépends on your Highness to 
make this death sweater to me. I love a young girl whom I 
should hâve raarried if I had lived ; grant that she may be my 
wife before I die. In leaving her forever alone and friendless 
in the world, let me at least hâve the consolation of giving 
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her the safeguard of m j name and fortune. On leaving the 
charcfa, Monseigneur, I wiU walk to the scaffbld. This is my 
last wish, mj sole deaire. Do not refuse the prayer of a 
dying man. 

Raoul d'Harmental. 

**0h, Monseigneur,*' said Bathilde, sobbing, "yoa see 
that while I thought of him, he thought of me. Am I 
not right to love bim, when he loves me so much 1 " 

" Yes/* said the régent, "and I grant hts reqiiest ; it is 
just. May that favor, as he says it will, sweeten his last 
moments ! " 

" Monseigneur," cried the young girl, " is that ail you 
grant himî" 

"You see," said the régent, "he is jnst; he asks 
nothing else." 

" Oh, it is cruel ! it is frightful ! — to see him again, 
and lose him at the same moment t His life, Monseigneur, 
his life, I implore you ; and let me never see him again ! 
I prefer that'* 

" Mademoiselle," said the régent, in a tone which ad- 
mitted of no reply, and writing some lines on a paper 
which he sealed, " hère is a letter to Monsieur de Launay, 
the governor of the Bastille ; it contains my instructions 
with regard to the prisoner. My captaîn of the Guards 
wiU go with you, and see that my instructions are 
foUowed." 

" Oh, his life, Monseigneur ! his life I On niy knees, 
and in the name of Heaven, I implore you ! " 

The régent rang the bell ; a valet entered. 

" Call Monsieur le Marquis de Lafare," he said. 

" Oh, Monseigneur, you are cruel ! " said Bathilde, risîng. 
" Permit me, then, to die with him. We will not be sepa- 
rated, even on the scaffbld ; we will be together, evien in 
the tomb." 
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*' MonRieur de Lafare, accompany Mademoiselle to the 
Bastille," said the régent. " Hère is a letter for Monsieur 
de Launay ; read it with him, and see that the orders it 
contains are punctually executed." 

Then, without listening to Bathilde's last cry of despair, 
the Duc d'Orléans opened the door of a closet and 
disappeared. . 



618 LE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL. 



CHAPTER XLVL 

THE MABRIAGE IN EXTREMIS. 

Lafarb dragged the young girl away, almost dying, and 
placed her in one of the carriages always standing in the 
courtyard of the Palais Eoyal. While on the way Ba- 
thilde did not spéak ; she was cold, dumb, and inanimate 
as a statue. Her eyes were fixed and tearless; but on 
aniving at the fortress, she started. She fancied she had 
seen in the shade, in the very place where the Chevalier 
de Eohau was executed, something like a scaffold. A 
little later a sentinel cried, " Qui vive ? " the carriage 
rolled over a drawbridge and drew up at the door of the 
govemor's house. A footman out of livery opened the 
door, and Lafare gave Bathilde his ami ; she could scarcely 
stand, — ail her strength had left her when hope left her. 
Lafare and the valet were obliged almost to carry her to 
the first floor. Monsieur de Launay was at supper. They 
took Bathilde into a room to wait, while Lafare went at 
once to the governor. Ten minutes passed, during which 
Bathilde remained, half-dead, in the armchair into which 
she had fallen on entering the room. The poor girl saw 
but one thing, — her lover on the scafifold. 

At the end of ten minutes Lafare re-entered with the 
governor. Bathilde looked at them with a bewildered air. 
Lafare appr'oached her, and offering her his arm, — 

" Mademoiselle," said he, " the church is prepared ; the 
priest is ready." 
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Bathilde rose without replying. She was pale ami cold ; 
she felt herself falling, and leaned on the arm which was 
offered her. Monsieur de Launay went first, lighted by 
two men bearing torches. 

As Bathilde entered by one of the side doors, she saw 
entering by the other the Chevalier d'Harmental accom- 
panied by Valef and Pompadour. Thèse were bis wit- 
nesses, as De Lannay and Lafare were hers. Each door 
was kept by two of the French Guard, silent and motion- 
less as statues. 

The two lovers advanced, Bathilde pale and fainting, 
Raoul calm and smiling. On arriving before the altar, 
the chevalier took Bathilde's hand, and both fell on their 
knees without having spoken a word. 

The altar was lighted only by four wax tapers, which 
threw a funereal light over the chapel, already dark, and 
filled with gloomy recollections. 

The priest began the ceremony ; he was a fine old mau 
with white hair, whose melancholy countenance showed 
that the daily exercise of his priestly functions left deep 
traces on his souL. .,He had been chaplain of the Bastille 
for five-and-twenty years, and had heard many sad confes- 
sions, and beheld many pitiable scènes. He addressed a 
few words to the two kneeling before him ; but instead of 
speaking to them of their duties as husband and as wife 
and mother, he spoke of heaven's peace, of the divine 
pity, and of the eternal résurrection. Bathilde felt that 
she was suflfocating. Raoul, seeing that she was on the 
point of breaking out into weeping, took her hand and 
looked at her with a résignation so sad and so profound 
that the poor child made a last effort and restrained her 
tears. At the moment of the bénédiction Bathilde laid 
her head on RaouFs shoulder ; the priest thought she was 
fainting, and stopped. 
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" Finish, Father,'* murmored Bathilde. 

The priest prouounced the sacramental words, to whicb 
both replied by a " je» " iu which seemed to be concen- 
trated the whoie strength of their soûls. 

The ceremany finished, D'Harmental asked Monsieur de 
Launay if he might spend his few Temaining hours with 
his wife. Monsieur de Lauuay repKed that there was no 
objection. Raoul embraced Pompadour and Valef, thanked 
tliem for having served as witnesses at his marriage, 
pressed T^afare's hand, thanked Monsieur de Launay fur 
his kindness to him during his imprisonment, and throw- 
ing his arm round Bathilde, led her away by the door 
throngh which he had entered. When they reached 
D'HarmentaPs rooin, Bathilde could no longer contain 
her tears ; a despairing cry escaped her lips ; and she fell 
weeping on a chair, where donbtless D'Harmental had 
often sat thinking of her during the three weeks of his 
captivity. Raoul threw himself at her feet, and tried to 
console her, but was himself so much moved by her grief 
that his own tears mingled with hers. That heart of iron 
melted in its turn, and Bathilde felt at once on her lips 
the tears and the kisses of her lover. 

They had been about half an hour together when they 
heard steps approaching the door, and a key turning in 
the lock. Bathilde started, and pressed D'Harmental 
convulsively against her heart. Raoul understood the 
dreadful fear which crossed her mind, and reassured her. 
It could not be what she dreaded, since the exécution was 
fixed for eight o'clock in the moming, and eleven had 
only jnst struck. 

It was Monsieur de Launay who appeared. " Monsieur 
le Chevalier," said he, ** hâve the kindness to follow me." 

*^ Alone 1 " asked D'Harmental, clasping Bathilde in 
his arms. 
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" No, with Madame/' replied tbe govemor. 

" Oh, together, Eaoul, together ! " cried Bathilde ; 
" wbere they like, so that we are tc^etfaer. We are ready, 
Monsieur; we are ready." 

Kaoul took Bathilde in his aTms for a last embrace ; 
tben, recalling ail his pride, he foUowed Monsieur de 
Launay with a face whicb showed no trace of the terrible 
émotion he had experienced. They passed through sonie 
ill-lighted corridors, descended a spiral staircase, and 
found tbemselves at the door of a tower. This door 
opened into a yard strrrounded by high walls, which 
served as a promenade to those prisoners who were not in 
secret confinement. In this courtyard was standing a 
carnage with two horses, on one of which was a postilion ; 
and they saw, shining in the darkness, the cuirasses of a 
dozen musketeers. A ray of hope crossed the minds of 
the two loyers. Bathilde had asked the régent to substi- 
tute for RaouPs death a perpétuai imprisonment. Perhaps 
the régent had granted him this favor. That carriage, 
ready, doubtless, to conduct him to some State prison, 
those musketeers, destined, doubtless, to escort them, gave 
to the supposition a semblance of reality. They raised 
their eyes to heaven to thank God for this unexpected 
happiness. Méanwhile Monsieur de Launay had signed to 
the carriage to approach ; the postilion had obeyed ; the door 
was opened ; and the govemor, with his head uncovered, 
held his hand to Bathilde, to assist her into the carriage. 

She hesitated an instant, tuming uneasily to see that 
they did not take Raoul away in another direction ; but 
seeing that he was ready to follow her, she got in without 
résistance. An instant afterward Raoul was sitting by 
her ; the door was closed ; and both carriage and escort 
passed through the gâte, over the drawbridge ; and they 
found thernselves outside of the Bastille. 
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They threw themselves into each other's arins; there 
was no longer any doubt ; the régent granted D*Harmental 
his life, and what was more, consented not to separate 
him from Bathilde. 

This was what Bathilde and D'Harmental had never 
dared to hope; this life of seclusion — a punishment 
to many — wonld be to them a paradise of love. They 
would see each other continually ; they would be always 
together! What beyond this had they desired for their 
future, even when they were masters of their own fate î 
A single sad idea crossed their minds ; and botb, with 
the sympathy of hearts who love, pronounced the name 
of Buvat. 

At this moment the carriage stopped ; at such a time 
everything was, for the lovers, a cause of fear. They again 
trembled, lest they should bave given way too much to 
hope. The door opened ; it was the postilion. 

" What do you want î " asked D'Harmental. 

" I want to know where I am to take you." 

" Where you are to take me ! Hâve you no orders î " 

" My orders were to take you to the Bois de Vincennes, 
between the Château and Nogent-sur-Marne, and heie we 
axe." 

" And where is the escort 1 " asked D'HarmentaL 

" Oh, the escort left us at the barrier ! " 

"Oh, mon Dieu/*' cried D'Harmental, while Bathilde, 
panting with hope, clasped her hands in silence, "is it 
possible 1 " 

The chevalier jumped out of the carriage, looked round 
him anxiously, and extended his arms to Bathilde, who' 
also aliglited ; then they uttered together a cry of joy 
and thankfulness. They were free as the air they 
breathed ; but the régent had ordered that they should 
be taken to the very place where D'Harmental had car- 
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ried ofif Bourguignon, mistaking him for the régent 
himself. 

This was the only revenge of Philippe le Débonnaire. 

Four years after this event, Buvat, reinstated in his 
place, and with his arrears paid, had the satisfaction of 
placing a pen in the hand of a fine boy three years old. 
He was the son of Raoul and Bathilde. 

The first two names which the child wrote were Albert 
du Rocher and Clarice Gray. The third was that of 
Philippe d'Orléans, Régent of France. 
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POSTSCRIPTUM. 

Perhaps some persons hâve taken suiïîcient interest in 
those who hâve played a secondary part in our history to 
wish to know what became of them after the events 
which defeated the conspiracy and saved the régent. We 
will satisfy them in a few words. 

The Duc and Duchesse du Maine, to whose plots it was 
determined to put an end, were arrested, — the duke at 
Sceaux, and the duchess in her house in the Rue St. 
Honoré. The duke was taken to the château of DouUens, 
and the duchess to that of Dijon, and afterward to the 
citadel of Châlons. Both were set at liberty at the end of 
a few months, disarming the régent, one by an absolute 
déniai, the other by a complète avowal. 

Mademoiselle de Launay was conducted to the Bastille, 
where her captivity, as may be read in the Memoirs she 
has left, was much lightened by her amours with the 
Chevalier de Mesnil ; and after her release, when lament- 
ing the infidelity of her dear prisoner, she exclairaed more 
than once, like Ninon or Sophie Amould, " Oh, the good 
times when we were so unhappy ! " 

Richelieu was arrested, as Mademoiselle de Valois had 
wamed him that he would be, the day after that on which 
he had procured Bathilde's interview with the régent ; but 
his captivity was a new triumph for him. When it was 
reported that the handsome prisoner had obtained per- 
mission to walk on the terrace of the Bastille, the Rue 
St. Antoine began to be frequented by the most élégant 



POSTSCRIPTUM. 525 

carriages in Paris, and became in twenty-four houTs the 
fashionable promenade. The régent — who declared that 
he had proofs of the treason of Monsieur de Eichelieu 
snfficient to lose him four heads if he had them — would 
not, however, risk his popularity with the fair sex by 
keeping him long in prison. Richelieu, again at liberty, 
after a captivity of three months, was more brilliaut and 
more sought after than ever; but the close t had been 
walled up, and Mademoiselle de Valois had beeome 
Duchesse de Modena. 

The Abbe Brigand — arrested, as we hâve said, at 
Orléans --* was kept for some time in the prison of that 
town, to the great despair of Madame Denis and her 
children ; but one fine morning, as they were sitting 
down to breakfast, the abbé entered, as calm as ever. 
They gave him a boisterous welcome, and plied him with 
a multitude of questions relating to the détails of hiB ad- 
venture ; but with his habituai prudence he referred them 
to his juridical déclarations, saying that the affair had al- 
ready given him so much trouble that they would greatly 
oblige him by never speaking of it any more. Now, as 
the Abbé Brigand was quite an autocrat in Madame 
Denis's establishment, his désire was religiously respected, 
and from that day the afiFair was as completely forgotten 
in the Rue du Temps-Perdu as if it had never existed. 
Some days afterward Pompadour, Valef, Laval, and 
Malezieux went out of prison in their turn, and began 
again to pay their court to Madame du Maine, as if 
nothing had happened. 

As to the Cardinal de Polignac, he was not even ar- 
rested ; he was simply exiled to his Abbey d'Anchin. 

Lagrange-Chancel, author of the " Philippiques," was 
summoned to the Palais Royal. He found the régent 
there, expecting him. 
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" Monsieur," asked the prince, " hâve you thouglit 
concerning me ail that you hâve saidi'' 

" Tes, Monsieur," replied Lagrange-ChanceL 

" Very well ; that is very fortunate for you, Monsieur," 
replied the régent, " for if you had written such infamies 
against your conscience I would hâve had you hanged.^' 

The régent sent him to Ste. Marguerite, where he re- 
mained only three or four montlis ; for the régentas 
enemies having spread the report that he had caused 
Lagrange-Chancel to be poisoned, the prince found no 
better way to give the lie to that calumny than by opening 
the prison doors to the alleged deceased, who went forth 
more than ever swollen with hatred and venom. 

This last proof of clemency appeared to Dubois 8o eut 
of ail reason that he came to the régent, intending to make 
a scène about it ; but the régent replied to his complainte 
only by repeating the refrain of the song which Saint- 
Simon had made on him : — 

" Je suis débonnaire, moi. 
Je sais débonnaire.'* 

This enraged Dubois so much that the régent, in oïder 
to pacify him, was obliged to transform him into his 
Eminence the Cardinal. 

La Fillon was so pufifed up by Dubois's promotion that 
she declared she would receive from that time forward 
only those who could trace their noble descent as far back 
as 1399. It should be said also that her house had lost 
one of its most illnstrious inmates. Three days after the 
death of Captain Roquefi nette, La Normande entered the 
house of the Filles-Eepenties. 

THE END. 
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